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PABO THE PRIEST 

CHAPTER I 

GERALD 

KING HENRY sat in a great chair 
with a pillow under each arm, and 
one behind his head resting on the lofty 
chair-back. He was unwell, uncomfortable, 
irritable. 

In a large wickerwork cage at the 
further end of the room was a porcupine. 
' It had been sent him as a present by the 
King of Denmark. 

Henry Beauclerk was fond of strange 
animals, and the princes that desired his 
favour humoured him by forwarding such 
beasts and birds as they considered to be 
rare and quaint. 
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The porcupine was a recent arrival, and 
it interested the King as a new toy, and 
drew his thoughts away from himself. 

He had occasion to be irritable. His 
leech had ordered him to eat salt pork 
only. 

By his hand, on the table, stood a ewer 
and a basin, and ever and anon Henry 
poured water out of the ewer into the 
basin, and then with a huge wooden 
spoon ladled the liquid back into the 
receiver. The reason of the proceeding 
was this — 

He had for some time been troubled 
with some internal discomfort — not serious, 
but annoying ; one which we, nowadays, 1 

would interpret very differently from the 
physicians of the twelfth century. We 
should say that he was suffering from 
dyspepsia ; but the Court leech, who 
diagnosed the condition of the King, 
explained it in other fashion. 

He said that Henry had inadvertently 
drunk water that contained the spawn of 
a salamander. It had taken many months 
for the spawn to develop into a sort of 
tadpole, and the tadpole to grow into a 
salamander. Thus the reptile had attained 
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large size, and was active, hungry, and 
rampageous. Beauclerk had a spotted 
salamander within him, which could not 
be extracted by a forceps, as it was out 
of reach ; it could not be poisoned, as that 
medicament which would kill the brute 
■might also kill the King. It must, 
therefore, be cajoled to leave its prison. 
Unless this end were achieved, the son of 
the Conqueror of England would succumb 
to the ravages of this internal monster. 

The recipe prescribed was simple, and 
commended itself to the meanest intelli- 
gence. Henry was to eat nothing but 
highly salted viands, and was to drink 
neither wine, water, nor ale. However 
severely he might suffer from thirst he 
could console himself with the reflection 
that the sufferings of the salamander 
within him were greater — a, poor comfort, 
yet one that afforded a measure of relief 
to a man of a vindictive mind. 

Not only was he to eat salt meat, 
but he was also to cause the splash of 
water to be heard in his insides. There- 
fore he was to pour water forwards and 
backwards between the ewer and the 
basin ; this was to be done with gaping 
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mouth, so that the sound might reach the 
reptile, and the salamander would at length 
b6 induced to ascend the throat of the 
monarch and make for the basin, so as 
to drink. Immediately on the intruder 
leaving the body of the King, Henry was 
to snap it up with a pair of tongs, laid 
ready to hand, and to cast it into the 
fire. 

Although the season was summer and 
the weather was warm, there burned logs 
on the hearth, emitting a brisk blaze. 

There were in the room in the palace of . 
Westminster others besides the King and 
the imprisoned salamander. Henry had 
sent into South Wales for Gerald de 
Windsor and his wife Nest. These two 
were now in the chamber with the sick 
King. 

** There, Nest," said he, **look at yon 
beast. Study it well. It is called a 
porcupine. Plinius asserts — I think it is 
Plinius — that when angered he sets all his 
quills in array and launches one at the 
eyes of such as threaten or assail him. 
Therefore, when I approach the cage, I 
carry a bolster before me as a buckler." 

** Prithee, Sire, when thou didaft gf 
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against the Welsh last year, didst thou 
then as well wear a bolster?" 

**Ah," said the King, **you allude to 
the arrow that was aimed at me, and 
which would have transfixed me but for 
my hauberk. That was shot by no 
Welshman." 

'* Then by whom?" 

*'Odds life, Nest, there be many who 
would prefer to have the light and lax 
hand of Robert over them than mine, 
which is heavy, and grips tightly." 

**Then I counsel, when thou warrest 
against the Welsh, wear a pillow strapped 
behind as well as one before." 

** Nest ! Thy tongue is sharp as a spine 
of the porcupine. Get thee gone into the 
embrasure, and converse with the parrot 
there. Gerald and I have some words to 
say to each other, and when I have done 
-with him, then I will speak with thee." 

The lady withdrew into the window. 
She was a beautiful woman, known to be 
the most beautiful in Wales. She was 
the daughter of Rhys, King of Dyfed — 
that is, South .Wales, and she had been 
surrendered when quite young as a hostage 
to Henry. Htb had respected neither her 



6 PABO THE PRIEST 

youth nor her helpless position away from 
her natural protectors. Then he had 
thrust her on Gerald of Windsor, one of 
the Norman adventurers who were turned 
loose on Wales to be the oppressors, the 
plunderers, and the butchers of Nest's own 
people. 

Nest had profuse golden hair, and a 
wonderful complexion of lilies and roses, 
that flashed, even flamed with emotion. 
Her eyes were large and deep, under dark 
brows, and with long, sable lashes that, 
when lowered, swept her cheeks and veiled 
her expressive eyes. She was tall and 
willowy, graceful in her every movement. 
In her eyes, usually tremulous and sad, 
there scintillated a lurking fire — threats of 
a blaze, should she be angered. Whpn 
thrown into the arms of Gerald, her 
wishes had not been consulted. Henry 
had desired to be rid of her, as an en- 
cumbrance, as -soon as he had resolved 
on marrying Mathilda, the heiress of the 
Saxon kings, daughter of Malcolm of 
Scotland, and niece to Edgar Etheling. 
At one time he had thought of conciliating 
the Welsh by making . Nest his wife. 
Their hostility would cease when the 
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daughter of one of their princes sat on the 
English throne. But on further con- 
sideration, he deemed it more expedient 
for him to attach to him the English, and 
so rally about him a strong national party 
against the machinations of his elder 
brother, Robert. This concluded, he had 
disposed of Nest, hurriedly, to the Norman 
Gerald. 

Meanwhile, her brother, Griffith, de- 
spoiled of his kingdom, a price set on his 
head, was an exile and a refugee at the 
Court of the King of Gwynedd, or North 
Wales, at Aberfraw in Anglesey. 

'' Come now, Gerald, what is thy report ? 
How fares it with the pacification of 
Wales ? " 

** Pacification, Lord King ! Do you 
call that pacifying a man when you thrash 
his naked body with a thorn-bush .'* " 

** If you prefer the term — subjugation." 

** The word suits. Sire, it was excellent 
policy, as we advanced, to fill in behind 
us with a colony of Flemings. The 
richest and fattest land has been cleared 
of the Welsh and given to foreigners. 
Moreover, by this means we have cut 
them*off from access to the sea, from their 
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great harbours. It has made them mad. 
Snatch a meal from a dog, and he will 
snarl and bite. Now we must break their 
teeth and cut their claws. They are 
rolled back among their tangled forests 
and desolate mountains." 

** And what advance has been made ? " 

** I have gone up the Towy and have 
established a castle at Carreg Cennen, that 
shall check Dynevor if need be.** 

'* Why not occupy Dynevor, and build 
there ? " 

Gerald looked askance at his wife. The 
expression of his face said more than 
words. She was trifling with the bird, 
and appeared to pay no attention to what 
was being said. 

** Hah ! I perceive," spoke Henry, and 
chuckled. 

Dynevor had been the palace in which 
Nest's father, the King of South Wales, 
had held court. It was from thence that 
her brother Griffith had been driven a 
fugitive to North Wales. 

** In Carreg Cennen there is water — at 
Dynevor there is none," said Gerald, with 
unperturbed face. 

"A good reason," laughed Henry, and 
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shifted the pillow behind his head. 
** Hey, there, Nest ! employ thy energies 
in catching flies. Methinks were I to put 
a bluebottle in my mouth, the buzzing 
might attract the salamander, and I would 
catch him as he came after it." Then to 
Gerald, **Go on with thine account." 

*' I have nothing further to say — than 
this." 

He put forth his hand and took a couple 
of fresh walnuts off a leaf that was on the 
table. Then, unbidden,, he seated himself 
on a stool, with his back to the embrasure, 
facing the King. Next he cracked the 
shells in his fist, and cast the fragments 
into the fire. He proceeded leisurely to 
peel the kernels, then extended his palm 
to Henry, offering one, but holding his 
little and third finger over the other. 

** I will have both," said Beauclerk. 

** Nay, Sire, I am not going to crack 
all the nutshells, and you eat all the 
kernels. " 

** What mean you ? " 

** Hitherto I and other adventurers have 
risked our lives, and shed our blood in 
cracking the castles of these Welsh 
fellows, and now we want something 
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more, some of the flesh within. Nay, 
more. We ask you to help us. You 
have done nothing." 

** I led an army into Wales last 
summer," said Henry angrily. 

**And led it back again," retorted 
Windsor dryly. ** Excuse my bluntness. 
That was of no advantage whatsoever to 
us in the south. Your forces were not 
engaged. It was a promenade through 
Powys. As for us in the south, we have 
looked for help and found none since your 
great father made a pilgrimage to St. 
David. Twice to Dewi is as good as 
once to Rome, so they say. He went 
once to look around him and to overawe 
those mountain wolves." 

** What would you have done for you ? " 
inquired Henry surlily. 

** Not a great thing for you ; for us — 
everything." 

** And that?" 

"At this moment a chance offers such 
as may not return again in our time. If 
what I propose be done, you drive a knife 
into the heart of the enemy, and that will 
be better than cutting off his fingers and 
toes and slicing away his ears. It will 
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not cost you much, Sire — not the risk of 
an arrow. Naught save the stroke of a 
pen." 

** Say what it is." 

** The Bishop of St. David's is dead, a 
Welsh prelate, and the Church there has 
chosen another Welshman, Daniel, to 
succeed him. Give the See to an 
Englishman or a Norman, it matters not 
which — not a saint, but a fellow on whom 
you can rely to do your work and ours." 

'' I see not how this will help you," said 
Henry, with his eye on the hard face of 
Gerald, which was now becoming ani- 
mated, so that the bronze cheek darkened. 

** How this will help us!" echoed 
Windsor. ** It will be sovereign as help. 
See you. Sire! We stud the land with 
castles, but we cannot be everywhere. 
The Welsh have a trick of gathering 
noiselessly in the woods and glens and 
drawing a ring about one of our strong- 
holds, and letting no cry for assistance 
escape. Then they close in and put every 
Englishman therein to the sword — if they 
catch a Fleming, him they hang forthwith. 
We know not that a castle has been 
attacked and taken till we see the clouds 
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lit up with flame. When we are building, 
then our convoys are intercepted, our 
masons are harassed, our limekilns are 
destroyed, our cattle carried off, our 
horses houghed, and our men slaughtered." 

** But what will a bishop avail you in 
such straits ? " 

** Attend ! and you shall hear. A 
bishop who is one of ourselves and not 
a Welshman drains the produce of the 
land into English pockets. He will put 
an Englishman into every benefice, that 
in every parish we may have a spy on 
their actions, maintained by themselves. 
There is the joke of it. We will plant 
monasteries where we have no castles, and 
stuff them with Norman monks. A bishop 
will find excuses, I warrant you, for dis- 
possessing the native clergy, and of putting 
our men into their berths. He will do 
more. He will throw such a net of Canon 
law over the laity as to entangle them 
inextricably in its meshes, and so enable 
us, without unnecessary bloodshed, to 
arrogate their lands to ourselves." 

Henry laughed. 

** Give us the right man. No saint with 
scruples." 
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" 'Sdeath ! " exclaimed the King ; ** I 
know the very man for you." 

** And he is ? " 
• ** Bernard, the Queen's steward." 

** He is not a clerk!" 

** I can make him one." 

** He is married ! " 

** He can cast off his wife — a big- 
mouthed jade. By my mother's soul, he 
will be glad to purchase a bishopric so 
cheap." 

** He is no saint.'*" 

** He has been steward to one," mocked 
Henry. '' My Maude postures as a saint, 
gives large alms to needy clerks, washes 
the feet of beggars, endows monasteries, 
and grinds her tenants till they starve, 
break out into revolt, and have to be hung 
as an example. She lavishes coin on 
foreign flattering minstrels — and for that 
the poor English churl must be put in 
the press. It is Bernard, and ever 
Bernard, who has to turn the screw 
and add the weights and turn the grind- 
stone." 
' " And he scruples not .'* " 

** Has not a scruple in his conscience. 
He cheats his mistress of a third of what 
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he raises for her to lavish on the Church 
and the trumpeters of her fame." 

** That is the man we require. Give us 
Bernard, and, Sire, you will do more to 
pacify Wales — pacify is your word — than 
if you sent us an army. Yet it must be 
effected speedily, before the Welsh get 
wind of it, or they will have their Daniel 
consecrated and installed before we shall 
be ready with our Bernard." 

** It shall be accomplished at once — to- 
morrow. Go, Gerald, make inquiry what 
bishops are in the city, and send one or 
other hither. He shall priest him to- 
morrow, and Bernard shall be consecrated 
bishop the same day. Take him back 
with you. If you need men you shall 
have them. Enthrone him before they 
are aware. They have been given Urban 
at Llandaff, and, death of my soul ! he 
has been belabouring his flock with his 
crook, and has shorn them so rudely that 
they are bleeding to death. There is 
Hervey, another Norman we have thrust 
into St. Asaph, and, if I mistake not, his 
sheep have expelled their shepherd. So, 
to support Bernard, force will be required. 
Let him be well sustained." 
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" I go," said Gerald. ** When opposition 
is broken we shall eat our walnuts together, 
Sire." 

'* Ay — but Bernard will take the largest 
share." 



CHAPTER II 



NEST 



KING HENRY folded his hands over 
his paunch, leaned back and laughed 
heartily. 

*^'Sdeath!** said he. *^ But I believe 
the salamander has perished : he could not 
endure the mirth of it. Odds blood ! But 
Bernard will be a veritable salamander in 
the rude bowels of Wales." 

Before him stood Nest, with fire 
erupting from her dark eyes. 

Henry looked at her, raised his brows, 
settled himself more easily in his chair, 
but cast aside the pillows on which his 
arms had rested. '* Ha ! Nest, I had for- 
gotten thy presence. Hast caught me a 
bluebottle ? My trouble is not so acute 
just now. How fares our boy, Robert ? " 

She swept the question aside with an 
angry gesture of the hand. 
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*' And what sort of housekeeping do 
you have with Gerald ? " he asked. 

Again she made a movement of im- 
patience. 

'' Odds life ! " said he. ** When here it 
was ever with thee Wales this, and Wales 
that. We had no mountains like thy 
Welsh Mynyddau — that is the silly word, 
is it not ? And no trees like those in 
the Vale of Towy, and no waters that 
brawled and foamed like thy mountain 
brooks, and no music like the twanging 
of thy bardic harps, and no birds sang so 
sweet, and no flowers bloomed so fair. 
Pshaw! now thou art back among them 
all again. I have sent thee home — art 
content ? " 

" You have sent me back to blast and 
destroy my people. You have coupled my 
name with that of Gerald, that the curses 
of my dear people when they fall on him 
may fall on me also." 

** Bah ! " said the King. " Catch me a 
bluebottle, and do not talk in such high 
terms." 

** Henry," she said, in thrilling tones, 
** I pray you " 

" You were for ever praying me at one 
3 . 



i 



i8 PABO THE PRIEST 

time to send you back to Wales. I have 

done so, and you are not content." ^ 

'' I had rather a thousand times have S 

buried my head — my shamed, my dis- 
honoured head " — she spoke with stern- 
ness and concentrated wrath — **in some 
quiet cloister, than be sent back with a 
firebrand into my own land to lay its 
homesteads in ashes." 

**You do pretty well among yourselves 
in that way," said Henry contemptuously. 
**When were you ever known to unite ."^ 
You were for ever flying at each other s , 

throats and wasting each other's lands. \ 

Those who cannot combine must be 
broken." 

Nest drew a long breath. She knitted 
her hands together. 

*' Henry," she said, " I pray you, re- 
consider what Gerald has advised, and 
withhold consent." 

" Nay, it was excellent counsel." 

** It was the worst counsel that could be 
given. Think what has been done to my 
poor people. You have robbed them of 
r their corn-land and have given it to aliens. 
You have taken from them their harbours, 
and they cannot escape. You have driven 
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away their princes, and they cannot unite. 
You have crushed out their independence, 
and they cease to be men. They have 
but one thing left to them as their very 
own — their Church. And now you will 
plunder them of that — thrust yourselves in 
between them and God. They have had 
hitherto their own pastors, as they have 
had their own princes. They have 
followed the one in war and the other in 
peace. Their pastors have been men of 
their own blood, of their own speech, men 
who have suffered with them, have wept 
with them, and have efpn bled with them. 
These have spoken to them when sick at 
heart, and have comforted them when 
wounded in spirit. And now they are to 
be jostled out of their places, to make 
room for others, aliens in blood, ignorant 
of our language, indifferent to our woes ; 
men who cannot advise nor comfort, men 
from whom our people will receive no gift, 
however holy. Deprived of ^^verything 
that makes life endurable, will you now 
deprive tham of their religion ? " 

She paused, out of breath, with flaming 
cheek, and sparkling eyes — qifeg^jing, 
palpitating in every part of her bfi^y. 
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*'Nest," said the King, "you are a 
woman — 3. fool. You do not understand 
policy." 

'* Policy ! " she cried scornfully. *' What 
is policy ? My people have their faults 
and their good qualities." 

• * Faults ! I know them, I trow. As 
to their good qualities, I have them to 
learn." He shrugged his shoulders con- 
temptuously. 

" You know their faults alone," pursued 
Nest passionately, "because you seek to 1 

find them that you may foster and trade ■ 

on them. That is policy. Policy is to ■ 

nurture the evil and ignore the good. 
None know better their own weaknesses 1, 

than do we. But why not turn your 
policy to helping us to overcome them 
and be made strong ? " 

"It is through your own inbred faults 
that we have gained admission into your 
mountains. Brothers with you cannot 
trust brothers " 

"No more than you or Robert can trust 
each other, I presume," sneered Nest. 
" An arrow was aimed at you from behind. 
Who shot it? Not a Welshman, but 
Robert, or a henchman of Robert* On 
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my honour, you set us a rare example of 
fraternal affection and unity ! " 

Henry bit his lips. 

"It is through your own rivalries that 
we are able to maintain our hold upon 
your mountains." 

** And because we know you as 
fomenters of discord — doers of the devil's 
work — that is why we hate you. Give up 
this policy, and try another method with 
us.** 

" Women cannot understand. Have 
done ! ** 

** Justice, they say, is figured as a 
woman ; for Justice is pitiful towards 
feebleness and infirmity. But with you is 
no justice at all, only rank tyranny — 
tyranny that can but rule with the iron 
rod, and drive with the scourge.** 

" Be silent ! My salamander is moving 
again.*' 

But she would not listen to him. She 
pursued — 

" My people are tender-hearted, loving, 
loyal, frank. Show them trust, considera- 
tion, regard, and they will meet you with 
open arms. We know now that our past 
has been one of defeat and recoil, and we 
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also know why it has been so. Divided 
up into our little kingdoms, full of rivalries, 
jealousies, ambitions, we have not had the 
wit to cohere. Who would weave us into 
one has made a rope of sand. It was 
that, not the superior courage or better 
arms of the Saxon, that drove us into the 
mountains and across the sea. It is 
through playing with, encouraging this, 
bribing into treachery, that you are forcing 
your way among us now. But if in place 
of calling over adventurers from France 
and boors from Flanders to kill us and 
occupy our lands, you come to us with the 
olive branch, and offer us your suzerainty 
and guarantee us against internecine strife 
— secure to us our lands, our laws, our 
liberties — then we shall become your 
devoted subjects, we shall look up to you 
as one who wishes to raise us, whereas 
now we regard you as one who casts us 
down to trample on us. We have our 
good qualities, and these qualities will 
serve you well if you will encourage them. 
But your policy is to do evil, and evil only." 
Henry Beauclerk, with a small mallet, 
struck a wooden disk, and an attendan 
appeared. 
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"Call Gerald Windsor back," said he ; 
then, to himself, **This woman is an offence 
to me." 

** Because I utter that which you cannot 
understand. I speak of justice, and you 
understand only tyranny." 

** Another word. Nest, and I shall have 
you forcibly removed." 

She cast herself passionately at the 
King's feet. 

" I beseech thee — I — I — whom thou 
didst so cruelly wrong when a poor help- 
less hostage in thy hands — I, away from 
father and mother — alone among you — 
not knowing a word of your tongue. I 
have never asked for aught before. By 
all the wrongs I have endured from thee 
— by thy hopes for pardon at the great 
Day when the oppressed and fatherless 
will be righted— I implore thee — withhold 
thy consent.*' 

** It is idle to ask this," said Henry 
coldly. ** Leave me. I will hear no more." 
Then taking the ewer, he began again to 
pour water into the basin, and next to 
ladle it back into the vessel whence he 
had poured it. 

** Oh, you beau clerk ! " exclaimed Nest, 
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rising to her feet. ** So skilled in books, 
who knowest the qualities of the porcupine 
through PHnius, and how to draw forth a 
salamander, as instructed by Galen ! A 
beau clerk, indeed, who does not under- 
stand the minds of men, nor read their 
hearts ; who cannot understand their best 
feelings, whose only thought is that of the 
churl, to smash, and outrage, and ruin. A 
great people, a people with more genius 
in its little finger than all thy loutish 
Saxons in their entire body, thou wilt 
oppress, and turn their good to gall, their 
sweetness to sour, and nurture undying 
hate where thou mightest breed love.*' 

"Begone! I will strike and summon 
assistance, and have thee removed." 

" Then," said Nest, '' I appeal unto 
God, that He may avenge the injured and 
the oppressed. May He smite thee where 
thou wilt most painfully feel the blow ! 
May He break down all on which thou 
hast set thy hopes, and level with the 
dust that great ambition of thine ! " She 
gasped. ** Sire, when thou seest thy 
hopes wrecked and thyself standing a 
stripped and blasted tree — then remember 
Wales ! " 



CHAPtER III 

THE SEVEN DEGREES 

THE river Cothi, that after a lengthy 
course finally discharges into the 
Towy, so soon as it has quitted the soli- 
tudes of moor and mountain, traverses a 
broad and fertile basin that is a gather- 
ing-place of many feeders. From this 
basin it issues by a narrow glen, almost 
a ravine. 

The sides of this great bowl are walled 
in by mountains, jhough not of the height, 
desolation, and grandeur of those to the 
north, where the Cothi takes its rise. 
The broad basin in the midst of the 
highlands, once probably occupied by a 
lake, is traversed near its head by the 
Sarn Helen, a paved Roman-British road, 
still in use, that connects the vales of the 

as 
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Towy and the Teify, and passes the once 
famous gold-mines of Ogofau. 

At the head of this oval trough or basin 
stand the church and village of Cynwyl 
Gaio, backed by mountains that rise 
rapidly, and are planted on a fork between 
the river Annell and a tributary, whose 
mingled waters eventually swell the Cothi. 

The lower extremity of the trough is 
occupied by a rocky height, Pen-y-ddinas, 
crowned with prehistoric fortifications, and 
a little tarn of trifling extent is the sole 
relic of the great sheet of water which at 
ofte time, we may conjecture, covered the 
entire expanse. 

At the time of this story, the district 
between the Towy and Teify, comprising 
the basin just described, constituted the 
sanctuary of David, and was the seat of 
an ecclesiastical tribe — that is to say, it 
was the residence of a people subject to a 
chief in sacred orders, the priest Pabo, 
and the hereditary chieftainship was in his 
family. 

And this pleasant bowl among the 
mountains was also regarded as a sanc- 
tuary to which might fly such as had fallen 
into peril of life by manslaughter, or such 
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strangers as were everywhere else looked 
on with suspicion. A story was told, and 
transmitted from father to son, to account 
for this. It was to this effect. When St. 
David — or Dewi, as the Welsh called him 
— left the synod of Brefi, in the Teify 
Vale, he ascended the heights of the Craig 
Twrch, by Queen Helens road, and on 
passing the brow, looked down for the first 
time on the fertile district bedded beneath 
him, engirdled by heathery mountains at 
the time in the flush of autumn flower. 
It was as though a crimson ribbon was 
drawn round the emerald bowl. 

Then — so ran the tale — the spirit of 
prophecy came on the patriarch. His 
soul was lifted up within him, and raising 
his hands in benediction, he stood for a 
while as one entranced. 

" Peace!" said he — and again, *' Peace!** 
and once more, " Peace ! '* and he added, 
** May the deluge of blood never reach 
thee ! '' 

Then he fell to sobbing, and bowed his 
head on his knees. 

His disciples, Ismael and Aidan, said, 
" Father, tell us why thou weepest." 

But David answered, ** I see what will 
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be. Till then may the peace of David 
rest on this fair spot." 

Now, in memory of this, it was ordained 
that no blood should be spilled throughout 
the region ; and that such as feared for 
their lives could flee to it and be safe from 
pursuit, so long as they remained within 
the sanctuary bounds. And the bounds 
were indicated by crosses set up on the 
roads and at the head of every pass. 

Consequently, the inhabitants of . the 
Happy Valley knew that no Welsh prince 
would harry there, that no slaughters could 
take place there, no hostile forces invade 
the vale. There might ensue quarrels 
between residents in the Happy Land, 
personal disputes might wax keen ; but so 
great was the dread of incurring the wrath 
of Dewi, that such quarrels and disputes 
were always adjusted before reaching 
extremities. 

And this immunity from violence had 
brought upon the inhabitants great pros- 
perity. Such was a consequence of the 
benediction pronounced by old Father 
David. 

It was no wonder, therefore, that the 
inhabitants of the region looked to him 
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with peculiar reverence and almost fanatical 
love. Just as in Tibet the Grand Lama 
never dies, for when one religious chief 
pays the debt of nature, his spirit under- 
goes a new incarnation, so — or almost so — 
was each successive Bishop of St. David s 
regarded as the representative of the first 
great father, as invested with all his rights, 
authority, and sanctity, as having a just 
and inalienable claim on their hearts and 
on their allegiance. 

But now a blow had fallen on the com- 
munity that was staggering. On the death 
of their Bishop Griffith, the Church of St. 
David had chosen as his successor Daniel, 
son of the former bishop, Sulien ; but the 
Normans had closed all avenues of egress 
from the peninsula, so that he might not 
be consecrated, unless he would consent 
to swear allegiance to the See of Canter- 
bury and submission to the crown of 
England, and this was doggedly resisted. 

Menevia — ^another name for the St. 
David s headland — had undergone many 
vicissitudes. The church had been, burnt 
by Danes, and its bishop and clergy 
massacred, but it had risen from its ruins, 
and a new successor in spirit, in blood, in 
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tongue, had filled the gap. Now — sud- 
denly, wholly unexpectedly, arrived Ber- 
nard, a Norman, who could not speak a 
word of Welsh, and mumbled but broken 
English, a man who had been hurried into 
Orders, the priesthood and episcopal office, 
all in one day, and was thrust on the 
Welsh by the mere will of the English 
King, in opposition to Canon law, common 
decency, and without the consent of the 
diocese. 

The ferment throughout South Wales 
was immense. Resentment flamed in some 
hearts, others were quelled with despair. 
It was not the clergy alone who were in 
consternation : all, of every class, felt that 
their national rights had been invaded, and 
that in some way they could not under- 
stand this appointment was a prelude to a 
great disaster. 

Although there had been dissensions 
among the princes, and strife between 
tribes, the Church, their religion, had been 
the one bond of union. There was a 
cessation of all discord across the sacred 
threshold, and clergy and people were 
intimately united in feeling, in interests, in 
belief. In the Celtic Church bishops and 
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priests had always been allowed to marry 
— a prelate of St. David*s had frankly 
erected a monument to the memory of two 
of his sons, which is still to be seen there. 
Everywhere the parochial clergy, if paro- 
chial they can be styled, where territorial 
limits were not defied, had their wives. 
They were consequently woven into one 
with the people by the ties of blood. 

Nowhere was the feeling of bitterness 
more poignant than in the Happy Valley, 
where the intrusion of a stranger to the 
throne of David was resented almost as 
a sacrilege. Deep in the hearts of the 
people lay the resolve not to recognise the 
new bishop as a spiritual father, one of the 
ecclesiastical lineage of Dewi. 

Such was the condition of affairs, such 
the temper of the people, when it was 
announced that Bernard was coming to 
visit the sanctuary and there to initiate 
the correction of abuses. 

Pabo, the Archpriest, showed less alarm 
than his flock. When he heard that 
threats were whispered, that there was 
talk of resistance to the intrusion, he went 
about among his people exhorting, per- 
suading against violence. Let Bernard 
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be received with the courtesy due to a 
visitor, and the respect which his office 
deserved. 

A good many protested that they would 
not appear at Cynwyl lest their presence 
should be construed as a recognition of his 
claim, and they betook themselves to their 
mountain pastures, or remained at home. 
Nevertheless, moved by curiosity, a con- 
siderable number of men did gather on 
the ridge, about the church, watching 
the approach of the bishop and his party. 
Women also were there in numbers, 
children as well, only eager to see the 
sight. The men were gloomy, silent, and 
wore their cloaks, beneath which they 
carried cudgels. 

The day was bright, and the sun flashed 
on the weapons and on the armour of the 
harnessed men who were in the retinue of 
Bishop Bernard, that entered the valley 
by Queen Helen's road, and advanced 
leisurely towards the ridge occupied by 
the church and the hovels that constituted 
the village. 

The Welsh were never — they are not 
to this day — builders. Every fair struc- 
ture of stone in the country is due to the 
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constructive genius of the Normans. The 
native Celt loved to build of wood and 
wattle. His churches, his domestic dwell-' 
ings, his monasteries, his kingly halls, all 
were of timber. 

The tribesmen of Pabo stood in silence, 
observing the advancing procession. 

First came a couple of clerks, and after 
them two men-at-arms, then rode Bernard, 
attended on one side by his interpreter, 
on the other by his brother Rogier in full 
harness. Again clerks, and then a body 
of men-at-arms. 

The bishop was a middle-sized man with 
sandy hair, very pale eyes with rings 
about the iris deeper in colour than the 
iris itself — eyes that seemed without depth, 
impossible to sound, as those of a bird. 
He had narrow, straw-coloured brows, a 
sharp, straight peak of a nose, and thin 
lips — lips that hardly showed at all — ^his 
mouth resembling a slit. The chin and 
jowl were strongly marked. 

He wore on his head a cloth cap with 
two peaks, ending in tassels, and with flaps 
to cover his ears, possibly as an imitation 
of a mitre ; but outside a church, and 
engaged in no sacred function, he was of 
4 
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course not vested. He had a purple- 
edged mantle over one shoulder, and 
beneath it a dark cassock, and he was 
booted and spurred. One of the clerks 
who preceded him carried his pastoral 
cross — for the See of St. David's claimed 
archiepiscopal pre-eminence. In the midst 
of the men-at-arms were sumpter mules 
carrying the ecclesiastical purtenances of 
the bishop. 

Not a cheer greeted Bernard as he 
reached the summit of the hill and was 
in the midst of the people. He looked 
about with his pale, inanimate eyes, and 
saw sulky faces and folded arms. 

** Hey ! " said he to his interpreter. 
"Yon fellow — ^he is the Archpriest, I 
doubt not. Bid him come to me." 

" I am at your service," said Pabo in 
Norman-French, which he had acquired. 

** That is well ; hold my stirrup whilst I 
alight." 

Pabo hesitated a moment, then complied. 

*VThe guest," said he, **must be hon- 
oured." 

But an angry murmur passed through 
the throng of bystanders. 

**You have a churlish set of parish- 
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ioners," said Bernard, alighting. " They 
must be taught good manners. Go, fetch 
me a seat." 

Pabo went to the presbytery, and re- 
turned with a stool, that he placed where 
indicated by the bishop. 

The people looked at each other with 
undisguised dissatisfaction. They did not 
approve of their chief holding the stirrup, 
carrying a stool for this foreign intruder. 
Their isolation in the midst of their 
mountains, their immunity from war and 
ravage, had made them tenacious of their 
liberties, and proud, resistful to innova- 
tion, and resolute in the maintenance of 
their dignity and that of their chief. But 
a certain amount of concession was due to 
hospitality, and only so construed could 
these acts be tolerated. Nevertheless 
their tempers were chafed, and there was 
no graciousness in the demeanour of the 
bishop to allay suspicion, while the con- 
temptuous looks of his Norman attendants 
were calculated to exasperate. 

"It is well," said Bernard, signing im- 
periously to Pabo to draw near. ** It is 
well that you can speak French." 

** I have been in Brittany. I have 
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visited Nantes and Rennes. I can speak 
your language after a fashion." 

***Tis well. I am among jabbering 
jackdaws, and cannot comprehend a word 
of their jargon. I do not desire to 
distort my mouth in the attempt to 
acquire it." 

"Then would it not have been as well 
had you remained in Normandy or Eng- 
land ? " 

'* I have other work to do than to study 
your tongue," said Bernard, with a laugh. 
** I am sent here by my august master, 
the fine clerk, the great scholar, the 
puissant prince, to bring order where is 
confusion." 

**The aspect of this valley bespeaks 
confusion," interrupted Pabo, with a curl 
of the lip. 

** Do not break in on me with un- 
mannered words," said the bishop. " I 
am an apostle of morality where reigns 
mere license." 

** License, my Sieur ! I know my 
people ; I have lived among them from 
childhood. They are not perfect. They 
may not be saints, but I cannot admit 
that a stranger who is newly come among 
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us, who cannot understand a word that 
we speak, is justified in thus condemning 
us.*' 

'' We shall see that presently," ex- 
claimed Bernard, ** when we come to 
particulars. I have heard concerning you. 
My lord and master, the Beauclerk Henry, 
has his eyes and ears open. Ye are a 
dissolute set, ye do not observe the Seven 
Degrees." Then aside to his chaplain : 
** It is seven, not four, I think .'^" 

** I pray you explain," said Pabo. 

** Seven degrees," pursued Bernard. 
'' I must have all the relationships of the 
married men throughout the country gone 
into. This district of Caio to commence 
with, then to go on through the South of 
Wales — ^through my diocese. I must have 
all inquired into ; and if any man shall 
have contracted an union within the for- 
bidden degrees, if he have taken to him a 
wife related by blood— consanguine, that 
is the word, chaplain, eh ? — or connected 
by marriage, affine — ^am I right, chaplain ? 
— or having contracted a spiritual relation- 
ship through sponsorship at the font, or 
legal relation through guardianship — then 
such marriages must be annulled, made 
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void, and the issue pronounced to be 
illegitimate. " 

'' My good Lord ! " gasped Pabo, turn- 
ing deadly pale. 

** Understand me," went on the bishop, 
turning his blear, ringed, bird-like eyes 
about on the circle of those present, *' if it 
shall chance that persons have stood at 
the font to a child, then they have thereby 
contracted a spiritual affinity — I am right, 
am I not, chaplain ? — which acts as a 
barrier to marriage ; and, if they have 
become united, bastardises their issue. 
Cousinship by blood, relationship through 
marriage, all act in the same way to seven 
degrees — ^and render unions void." 

** Are you aware what you are about ? ** 
asked Pabo gravely. ** In our land, 
hemmed in by mountains, marriages are 
usually contracted within the same tribe, 
and in the same district, so that the whole 
of our people are more or less bound 
together into a family. A kinship of some 
sort subsists between all. If you press 
this rule — and it is no rule with us — you 
break up fully three-fourths of the families 
in this country." 

''And what if I do?" 
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*' What ! Separate husband and wife ! " 

** If the union has been unlawful." 

** It has not been unlawful. Cousins 
have always among us been allowed to 
marry. No nearer blood relations ; and 
the rule of affinity has never extended 
beyond a wife's sister. As to spiritual 
relationship as a bar, it is a device of 
man. Why ! to inquire into such matters 
is to pry into every family, to introduce 
trouble into consciences, to offer oppor- 
tunity for all kinds of license." 

** I care not. It is our Roman Canon 
law." 

** But we are not, we never have been, 
subject to your Roman Canon law." 

** You are so now. I, your head, have 
taken oath of allegiance to Canterbury. 
Thereby I have bound you all through 
Augustine to the chair of Peter." 

Pabo*s cheek darkened. 

'* I rely on you," proceeded the bishop. 
** You, as you say, have lived here always. 
You can furnish me with particulars as to 
all the marriages that have been con- 
tracted for the last fifty years." 

" What ! does the rule act retrospec- 
tively ? " 
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** Ay. What is unlawful now was un- y 

lawful always." 

** I will not give up — betray my people." 

** You will be obedient to your bishop ! " 

Pabo bit his lip and looked down. 

**This will entail a good deal of shifting 
of lands from hand to hand, when sons 
discover that their fathers* wedlock was 
unlawful, and that they are not qualified to 
inherit aught." 

** You will cause incalculable evil ! " 

The bishop shrugged his shoulders. 

** Lead on to the church," said he. 
" My chaplain, who is interpreter as well, 
shall read my decree to your people — in 
Latin first and then in Welsh. By the 
beard of Wilgefortis ! if you are obstruc- 
tive, Archpriest, I know how to call down 
lightning to fall on you." 
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CHAPTER IV 

A HWYL 

A WELSH church at the period of 
the Norman Conquest was much 
what it had been from the time when 
Christianity had been adopted by the 
Britons. It was of wood, as has been 
already stated. 

The insular Celt could never apply him- 
self to the quarrying and shaping of stone. 

The church of Cynwyl was oblong, built 
of split logs, roofed with thatch. The 
eaves projected, so as to shelter the narrow 
windows from the drift of rain, as these 
latter were unglazed. Only in the chancel 
were they protected by sheep's amnion 
stretched on frames. 

A gallows of timber standing at a short 
distance from the west end supported the 
bell. This was neither circular nor cast, 
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but was oblong in shape, of hammered 
metal, and riveted. The tone emitted was 
shrill and harsh, but perhaps was on this 
account better suited to be heard at a 
distance than had it been deep in tone 
and musical in note. 

Rude although the exterior of the 
church was, the interior was by no means 
deficient in beauty, but this beauty was 
limited to, or at least concentrated on, 
the screen that divided the long hall into 
two portions. There were no aisles, the 
only division into parts was effected by 
this screen, that was pierced by a doorway 
in the middle. 

This screen was, indeed, constructed of 
wood in compartments, and each com- 
partment was filled with an intricate and 
varied tracery of plaited willow wands. 
It was the glory and the delight of the 
Celt to expend his artistic effort on the 
devising and carrying out of some original 
design in interlaced work — his knots and 
twists and lattice were of incomparable 
beauty and originality. If he took to 
carving on stone, it was to reproduce on 
the least tractable material his delightful 
lace-work of osiers. 
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The patterns of the compartments were 
not merely varied in plaits, but colour was 
skilfully introduced by the flexible rods 
having been dyed by herbs or lichens, 
and a further variety was introduced by 
the partial peeling of some of the wands 
in rings. Moreover, to heighten the effect, 
in places flat pieces of wood like shuttles, 
but with dragons' heads carved on them, 
were introduced among the plait as a 
means of breaking continuity in design 
and allowing of a fresh departure in 
pattern. 

Within the screen a couple of oil-lamps 
burned, rendered necessary by the dusk 
there produced by the membrane that 
covered the windows. Here, beneath the 
altar, was preserved the abbatial staff* of 
the founder — a staff" invested by popular 
belief with miraculous powers. 

On the last day of November every year 
this staff" was solemnly brought forth and 
carried up the river Annell, to a point 
where rested an enormous boulder, fallen 
from the mountain crag, and resting beside 
the stream, where it glanced and frothed 
over a slide of rock, in which were depres- 
sions scooped by the water, but supersti- 
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tiously held to have been worn by the 
Apostle of Caio as he knelt in the water 
at his prayers and recitation of the Psalter. 
Here the Archpriest halted, and with the 
staff stirred the water. It was held that 
by this means the Annell was assured to 
convey health and prosperity to the basin 
of the Cothi, into which it discharged its 
blessed waters. Hither were driven flocks 
and herds to have the crystal liquid 
scooped from the hollows in the rock, and 
sprinkled over them, as an effectual pre- 
servative against murrain. 

The bishop occupied a stool within the 
screen. On this occasion he had nothing 
further to do than proclaim his inflexible 
determination to maintain the prohibition 
of marriage within the seven degrees for 
the future, and to annul all such unions as 
fell within them, whether naturally or arti- 
ficially, and to illegitimatise all children the 
issue of such marriages. It was the object 
of the Norman invaders to sow the seed 
of discord among those whose land they 
coveted, to produce such confusion in the 
transmission of estates as to enable them 
to intervene and dispossess the native 
owners, not always at the point of the 
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sword, but also with the quill of the 
clerk. 

The villagers had crowded into the 
sacred building ; they stood or knelt as 
densely as they could be packed, and 
through the open door could be seen faces 
thronging to hear such words as might 
reach them without. Every face wore an 
expression of suspicion, alarm, or resent- 
ment. Pabo stood outside the screen 
upon a raised step or platform, whence 
he was wont to read to or address his 
congregation. It sustained a desk, on 
which reposed the Scriptures. 

The bishop's chaplain occupied the 
centre of the doorway through the screen. 
He held a parchment in his hand, and he 
hastily read its contents in Latin first, and 
then translated it into Welsh. Pabo was 
a tall man, with dark hair and large deep 
eyes, soft as those of an ox, yet capable of 
flashing fire. He was not over thirty-five 
years of age, yet looked older, as there 
were gravity and intensity in his face 
beyond his years. He was habited in a 
long woollen garment dyed almost but 
not wholly black. He was hearkening 
to every word that fell, his eyes fixed on 
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the ground, his hands clenched, his lips 
closed, lines forming in his face. 

It escaped Bernard, behind the lattice- 
work, and incapable of observing such 
phenomena, how integrally one, as a 
single body, the tribesmen present were 
with their ecclesiastical and political 
chieftain. Their eyes were riveted, not 
on the reader, but on the face of Pabo. 
The least change in his expression, a 
contraction of the brow, a quiver of the 
lip, a flush on the cheek, repeated itself in 
every face. 

Whilst the lection in Latin proceeded, 
the people could understand no more 
of it than what might be discerned from 
its effect on their Archpriest ; but it was 
other when the chaplain rendered it into 
everyday vernacular. Yet even then 
they did not look to his lips. They heard 
his words, but read the commentary on 
them in the face of Pabo. 

They understood now with what they 
were menaced. It was shown to them, 
not obscurely. They knew as the allocu- 
tion proceeded what it involved if carried 
out : there were wives present whose 
sentence of expulsion from their homes 



A HWYL 47 

was pronounced, children who were 
bastardised and disinherited, husbands 
whose dearest ties were to be torn and 
snapped. 

Not a sound was to be heard save the 
drone of the reader's voice ; till suddenly 
there came a gasp of pain — then a sob. 

Again an awful hush. Men set their 
teeth and their brows contracted ; the 
muscles of their faces became knotted. 
Women held their palms to their mouths. 
Appealing hands were stretched to Pabo, 
but he did not stir. 

Then, when the translation was ended, 
the chaplain looked round in silence to 
Bernard, who made a sign with his hand 
and nodded. 

In a loud and strident voice the chap- 
lain proceeded : '' By order of Bernard, by 
the grace of God, and the favour of his 
Majesty the King, Bishop of St David's 
and Primate of all Wales — all such as 
have contracted these unlawful unions 
shall be required within ten days from 
this present to separate from the women 
with whom they have lived as husbands, 
and shall not occupy the same house with 
them, nor eat at the same board, under 
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pain of excommunication. And it is 
further decreed that in the event of 
contumacy, of delay in fulfilling what is 
hereby required, or refusal to fulfil these 
lawful commands, after warning, such 
contumacious person shall forfeit all his 
possessions, whether in lands or in 
movable goods, or cattle — his wearing 
apparel alone excepted ; and such 
possessions shall be divided into three 
equal portions, whereof one-third shall be 
confiscated to the Crown, one-third shall 
fall to the Church Metropolitan, and, 

again, one- third " He raised his 

head. Then Bernard moved forward in 
his seat that he might fix his eyes upon 
Pabo ; there was a lifting of his upper lip 
on one side, as he signed to the chaplain 
to proceed: **And, again, one-third shall 
be adjudged as a grace to the Informer." 
A moan swept through the congregation 
like that which precedes the breaking of a 
storm. " To the Informer," repeated the 
chaplain, **who shall denounce to the Lord 
Bishop such unions as have been effected 
in this district of Caio within the forbidden 
degrees." 

This last shaft pierced deepest of all. 



A HWYL 49 

It invited, it encouraged treachery It 
cast everywhere, into every family, the 
sparks that would cause conflagration. It 
was calculated to dissolve all friendships, 
to breed mistrust in every heart. 

Then Pabo lifted his head. 

His face was wet as though he had been 
weeping, but the drops that ran over his 
cheeks fell, not from his glowing eyes, but 
from his sweat-beaded brow. 

He turned back the book that was on 
the desk and opened it. He said no 
words of his own, but proceeded to read 
from the volume in a deep voice, vibrating 
with emotion ; and those who heard him 
thrilled at his tones. 

" Thus saith the Lord God. Behold, I, 
even I, will judge between the fat cattle 
and between the lean cattle. Because ye 
have thrust with side and with shoulder, 
and pushed all the diseased with your 
horns, till ye have scattered them abroad ; 
therefore will I save my flock, and they 
shall no more be a prey ; and I will judge 
between cattle and cattle " 

"What doth he say? What readeth 
he ? " asked the bishop of his chaplain, 
whom he had beckoned to him. 
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Pabo heard his words, turned about and 
said, '' I am reading the oracle of God. Is 
that forbidden ? " A woman in the congre- 
gation cried out ; another burst into sobs. 

Pabo resumed the lection, and his voice 
unconsciously rose and fell in a musical 
wail : "I will set up one shepherd over 
them, and he shall feed them." At once 
— like a rising song, a mounting wave of 
sound — came the voice of the people as 
they caught the words that rang in their 
hearts ; they caught and repeated the 
words of the reader after him — " One 
shepherd, and he shall feed them." And 
as they recited in swelling and falling 
tones, they moved rhythmically, with 
swaying bodies and raised and balanced 
arms. It was an electric, a marvellous 
quiver of a common emotion that passed 
through the entire congregation. It went 
further — it touched and vibrated through 
those outside, near the door — it went 
further, it affected those beyond, who 
knew not what was said. 

Pabo continued — and his voice rolled 
as if in a chant — ** I will set up one 
shepherd over them, and he shall feed 
them — even my servant David." 
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** David ! He shall feed us — even he, 
our father — our father David!" 

Those kneeling started to their feet, 
stretched their arms to heaven. Their 
tears poured forth like rain, their voices, 
though broken by sobs, swelled into a 
mighty volume of sound, thrilling with 
the intensity of their distress, their hope, 
their fervour of faith — " Even he shall 
come — God*s servant David ! " At the 
name, the loved name, they broke into 
an ecstatic cry, *' And I the Lord will be 
their God, and my servant David a prince 
among them ; I the Lord have spoken 
it." ' The chaplain translated. ** He is 
uttering treason ! " shouted Bernard, start- 
ing up. ** David a prince among them 
We have no King but Henry." 

Then from without came cries, shouts, a 
rushing of feet, an angry roar, and the 
clash of weapons. 

*A minnau yr Arglwydd a fyddaf yn Dduw 
iddynt, a'm gwas Dafydd yn dywysog yn eu mysg ; 
myfi yr Arglwydd a leferais hyn. — Ez. xxxiv. 24. 



CHAPTER V 



THE FIRST BLOOD 



WHAT is this uproar? What is 
being done ? " asked Bernard, in 
agitation. ** Look, Cadell ! Is there no 
second door to this trap ? Should violence 
be attempted I can obtain no egress by the 
way I came in ; this church is stuffed with 
people. Shut the screen gates if they 
show the least indication of . attacking . lisi 
'Sdeath ! if it 3hould occur to them to -fire 
this place " 

** They will not do so, on account of 
their own people that are in it." 

** But — but what is the occasion of this 
noise ? How is it I am here without any 
one to protect me ? This should have 
been looked to. I am not safe among 
these savages. It is an accursed bit of 

negligence that shall be inquired into. 

52 



THE FIRST BLOOD 53 

What avails me having men-at-arms if 
they, do not protect me ? . Body of my 
life ! Am not I the King's emissary ? Am 
not I a bishop? Am I to be held so cheap 
even by my own men that I am allowed 
to run the risk of being torn to pieces, or 
smoked out of a hole like this ? " 

" Do not fear, my Lord Bishop," said 
Cadell, his chaplain and interpreter, who 
was himself quaking, "there is a door, 
behind, in the chancel wall. But methinks 
the danger is without; there is the dis- 
turbance, and the congregation are pressing 
to get forth." 

** Body of my life ! I want to know 
what is happening. Here, quick, you 
clumsy ass, you beggarly Welshman ; 
Cadell, undo the clasp, the brooch ; I will 
have off this cope — and remove my mitre. 
I will leave them here. I shall be less 
conspicuous, if weapons are being flourished 
and stones are flying." 

The bishop speedily divested himself of 
his ecclesiastical attire, all the while scold- 
ing, cursing his attendant, who was ' a 
Welshman by birth, but who had passed 
into the service of the conquerors, and 
knew very well that this would advance 
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him in wealth, and ensure for himself a fat 
benefice. 

When the bishop had been freed of his 
vestments, the chaplain unbolted a small 
side door, and both emerged from the 
church. 

Outside all was in commotion. The 
populace was surging to and fro, uttering 
cries and shouts. An attack had been 
made on the military guard of the bishop 
— ^and these, for their mutual protection, 
had retreated to the sumpter horses and 
mules, surrounded them, and faced their 
assailants with swords brandished. About 
them, dense and menacing, were the 
Welshmen of Caio, flourishing cudgels and 
poles, and the women urging them on with 
cries. 

Bernard found himself separated from 
his party by the dense ring of armed 
peasants, infuriated by the wrongs they 
had endured and by the appeals of the 
women. He could not see his men, save 
that now and then the sun flashed on their 
swords as they were whirled above the 
heads of the crowd. No blood seemed 
to have been shed as yet — the Normans 
stood at bay. The Welsh peasants were 
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reluctant to approach too nearly to the 
terrible blades that gleamed like lightning. 

At the same instant that Bernard issued 
from the church, the bell suspended be- 
tween two beams was violently swung, and 
its clangour rang out above the noise of 
the crowd. As if in answer to its sum- 
mons, from every side poured natives, who 
had apparently been holding themselves in 
reserve ; they were armed with scythes, 
axes, and ox-goads. Some were in leather 
jerkins that would resist a sword-cut or a 
pike-thrust, but the majority were in thick 
wadmel. The congregation were also 
issuing from the west door of the church, 
thick on each other's heels, and were vainly 
asking the occasion of the disturbance. 

It was some minutes before Pabo 
emerged into the open, and then it was 
through the side door. He found the 
bishop there, livid, every muscle of his 
face jerking with terror, vainly endeavour- 
ing to force his chaplain to stand in front 
of and screen him. 

** I hold you answerable for my safety," 
said Bernard, putting forth a trembling 
hand and plucking at the Archpriest. 

" And I for mine," cried the chaplain. 
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*' Have no fear — none shall touch you," 
answered Pabo, addressing the prelate. 
He disdained even to look at the inter- 
preter. 

'* If any harm come to my men, you 
shall be held accountable. They are King 
Henry's men ; he lent them to me. He 
sent them to guard my sacred person." 

• ** And mine," said Cadell. " Our father 
in God cannot make himself understood 
without me." 

** You are in no danger," said Pabo. 

Then the Archpriest stepped forward, 
went to the belfry, and disengaged the 
rope from the hand of him who was 
jangling the bell. With a loud, deep, 
sonorous voice, he called in their native 
tongue to his tribesmen to be silent, to 
cease from aggression, and to explain the 
cause of the tumult. 

He was obeyed immediately. All noise 
ceased, saved that caused by the Normans, 
who continued to thunder menaces; 

** Silence them also,'* said Pabo to the 
bishop. 

*' I — I have lost my voice," said the 
frightened prelate. 

At the same moment the crowd parted, 
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and a band of sturdy peasants, carrying 
clubs, and one armed with a coulter, came 
forward, drawing with them Rogier, the 
bishop s brother, and a young and beautiful 
woman with dishevelled hair and torn 
garments. Her wrists had been bound 
behind her back, but one of the men who 
drew her along with a great knife cut the 
thongs, and she shook the fragments from 
her and extended her freed arms to the 
priest. 

**Pabo!" 

" Morwen ! " he exclaimed, recoiling in 
dismay. 

'' What is the meaning of this ? " de- 
manded the bishop. ** Unhand my brother, 
ye saucy curs ! " But, though his meaning 
might be guessed by those who gripped 
Rogier, they could not understand his 
words. 

"What is the cause of this?" asked 
Bernard, addressing the Norman. " Rogier, 
how comes this about ? " 

The Norman was spluttering with rage, 
and writhing in vain endeavour to extricate 
himself from the men who held him. It, 
was apparent to Bernard that the right 
arm of the man had received some injury, 
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as he was powerless to employ it against 
his captors. The rest of the soldiery were 
hemmed in and unable to go to his 
assistance. 

" Curse the hounds !" he yelled. "They 
have struck .me over the shoulder with 
their bludgeons, or by the soul of RoUo I 
would have sent some of them to hell ! 
What are my men about that they do not 
attempt to release me ? " he shouted. But 
through the ring of stout weapons — a 
quadruple living hedge — his followers were 
unable to pass ; moreover, all considered 
their own safety to consist in keeping 
together. 

" What has caused this uproar ? " asked 
the bishop. **Did they attack you without 
provocation ? " 

** By the soul of the conqueror ! " roared 
Rogier. *' Cannot a man look at and kiss 
a pretty woman without these swine re- 
senting it? Have not I a right to carry 
her off if it please me to grace her with 
my favour ? Must these hogs interfere ? " 

'* Brother, you have been indiscreet ! " 
, '* Not before your face, Bernard. I 
know better than that. I know what is 
due to your sanctity of a few weeks. I 
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waited like a decent Christian till your 
back was turned. You need have known 
nothing about it. And if, as we rode away, 
there was a woman behind my knave on 
his horse, you would have shut one eye. 
But these mongrels — these swine — resent 
it. Body of my life ! Resent it ! — an 
honour conferred on one of their girls if a 
Norman condescend to look with favour 
on her. Did not our gracious King 
Henry set us the example with a Welsh 
princes wench? And shall not we follow 
suit ? " 

'' You are a fool, Rogier — at such a 
time, and so as to compromise me ? " 

'' Who is to take you to task, brother?" 

*' I mean not that, but to risk my safety. 
To leave me unprotected in the church, 
and to provoke a brawl without, that might 
have produced serious consequences to 
me. Odd s life ! Where is that Cadell ? 
Slinking away ? " 

**My lord, I have greater cause to fear 
than yourself. They bear me bitterest 
hate." 

'* I care not. Speak for me to these 
curs. Bid them unhand my brother. They 
have maimed him — maybe broken his arm. 
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My brother, a Norman, held as a common 
felon by these despicable serfs ! " 

" Bishop," said Pabo, stepping before 
Bernard. 

**What have you to say?" asked the 
prelate sullenly. 

The face of the Archpriest was stern and 
set, as though chiselled out of alabaster. 

"Are you aware what has been attempted 
while you were in God s house ? What the 
outrage is that has been offered ? " 

** I know that my brother has been so 
light as to cast his eye on one of your 
Welsh wenches." 

**Lord Bishop," said Pabo, in hard tones, 
and the sound of his voice was metallic as 
the bell, ** he has insulted this noble 
woman. He bound her hands behind her 
back and has endeavoured to force her on 
to a horse in spite of her resistance, her 
struggles — ^look at her bruised and bleeding 
arms ! — and to carry her away." 

'* Well, well, soldiers are not clerks and 
milksops." 

'' Do you know who she is ? " 

" I know not. Some saucy lass who 
ogled him, and he took her winks as an 
invitation." 
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**Sieur!" thundered Pabo, and the veins 
in his brow turned black. ** She is the 
noblest, purest of women." 

** Among broken sherds, a cracked 
pitcher is precious." 

" Bishop, she is my wife ! " 

'* Your wife ! " jeered Bernard, leaned 
back, placed his hands to his side, and 
laughed. ** Priests have no wives ; you 
mean your harlot." 

In a moment the bishop was staggering 
back, and would have fallen unless he had 
had the timber wall of the church to 
sustain him. In a moment, maddened 
beyond endurance by the outrage, by the 
words, by the demeanour of the prelate, in 
forgetfulness of the sacred office of the 
man who insulted him, in forgetfulness of 
his own sacred office, forgetful of every- 
thing save the slur cast on the one dearest to 
him in the whole world, the one to whom 
he looked with a reverence which from her 
extended to all womanhood, the incan- 
descent Welsh blood in his veins burst 
into sudden flame, and he struck Bernard 
in the face, on the mouth that had slan- 
dered her and insulted him. And the 
bishop reeled back and stood speechless, 
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with blear eyes fixed, his hands extended 
against the split logs, and from his lips, 
cut with his teeth, blood was flowing. 

Then, in the dead silence that ensued, 
an old hermit, clothed in sackcloth, bare- 
headed, with long, matted white hair, 
walking bent by the aid of a staff — a man 
who for thirty years had occupied a cell on 
the mountain-side without leaving it — stood 
forward before all, an unwonted apparition ; 
and slowly, painfully raising his distorted 
form, he lifted hand and staff to heaven, 
and cried : *' Woe, woe, to the Blessed 
Valley ! The peace of David, our father, 
is broken. Blood has flowed in strife. 
That cometh which he foresaw, and over 
which he wept. Woe ! woe ! woe ! " 



CHAPTER VI 



THE SCROLL 



THE young, the thoughtless, were full 
of exultation over the rebuff that the 
Normans, with their bishop, had encoun- 
tered, but the older and wiser men were 
grave and concerned. The Normans had 
indeed withdrawn in sullen resentment, 
outnumbered, and incapable of revenging 
on the spot and at once the disabled arm 
of their leader and the broken tooth of 
their prelate. The old men knew very 
well that matters would not rest thus ; and 
they feared lest the events of that day 
when the party of foreigners penetrated to 
the Blessed Valley might prove the most 
fruitful in disastrous consequences it had 
ever seen. 

Native princes had respected the sanc- 
tuary of David, but an English King and 
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foreign adventurers were not likely to 
regard its privileges, nor fear the wrath of 
the saint who had hitherto rendered it 
inviolable. Bishop Bernard had at his 
back not only the whole spiritual force of 
the Latin Church, the most highly con- 
centrated and practically organised in 
Christendom, but he was specially the 
emissary of the English King, with all 
the physical power of the realm to support 
him ; and what was the prospect of a little 
green basin in the mountains, isolated from 
the world, occupied by three thousand 
people, belonging to the most loosely 
compacted Church that existed, with no 
political force to maintain its right and 
champion Jts independence — what chance 
had the sanctuary of David in Caio against 
the resentment of the English King and 
the Roman Church ? Neither, as experi- 
ence showed, was likely to pass over an 
affront. One would sustain the other in 
exacting a severe chastisement. 

The hermit, who after over thirty years 
of retirement in one cell, far up the Mount 
Mallaen, had suddenly, and unsolicited, 
left his retreat to appear once more among 
his fellow-men, and then to pronounce a 
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sentence of woe, had sunk exhausted after 
this supreme effort of expiring powers, and 
had been removed into the Archpriest s 
house, where he was ministered to by 
Morwen, Pabo's wife. 

The old man lay as one in a trance, and 
speechless. His eyes were open, but he 
saw nothing on earth, and no efforts could 
induce him to take nourishment. With 
folded hands, muttering lips, and glazed 
eyes he continued for several days. Pabo 
and his wife looked on with reverence,, 
not knowing whether he were talking 
with invisible beings which he saw. He 
answered no questions put to him ; he 
seemed not to hear them, and he hardly 
stirred from the position which he had 
assumed when laid on a bed in the house. 

The hermit of Mallaen had been re- 
garded with unbounded reverence through- 
out the country. He had been visited for 
counsel, his words had been esteemed 
oracular, and he was even credited with 
having performed miraculous cures. 

That he was dying in their midst would 

have created greater attention and much 

excitement among the people of Caio at 

any other time, but now they were in a 
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fever over the events of the bishop's visit, 
their alarm over the enforcing of the decree 
on marriages, and their expectation of 
punishment for the rough handling of their 
unwelcome visitors ; and when one night 
the old hermit passed away, it was hardly 
noticed, and Morwen was left almost un- 
assisted to pay the last duties to the dead, 
to place the plate of salt on his breast 
when laid out, and to light the candles at 
the head. 

It was no holiday-time, and yet little 
work was done throughout the once happy 
valley. A cloud seemed to hang over it, 
and oppress all therein. Shepherds on the 
mountain drove their flocks together, that 
for awhile, sitting under a rock or leaning 
on their crooks, they might discuss what 
was past and form conjectures as to the 
future. Women, over their spinning, drew 
near each other, and in low voices and 
with anxious faces conversed as to the 
unions that were like to be dissolved. 
Men met in groups and passed opinions 
as to what steps should be taken to main- 
tain their rights, their independence, and 
to ward off reprisals. Even children caught 
up the words that were whispered, and 
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jeered each other as born out of legitimate 
wedlock, or asked one another who were 
their sponsors, and shouted that such could 
never intermarry. 

St) days passed. Spirits became no 
lighter ; the gloom deepened. It was 
mooted who would tell of the relationships 
borne by those who were now contented 
couples — so as to enable the bishop to 
separate them. Who would seek selfish 
profit by betrayal of their own kin.'* 

The delay was not due to pitiful for- 
bearance, to Christian forgiveness ; it 
boded preparation for dealing an over- 
whelming blow. The Welsh Prince or 
King was a fugitive. From him no help 
could be expected. His castle of Dynevor 
was in the hands of the enemy. To the 
south, the Normans blocked the exit of 
the Cothi from its contracted mouth ; to 
east, the Towy valley was in the hands of 
the oppressor, planted in impregnable for- 
tresses ; to the west, Teify valley was in 
like manner occupied. Only to the north, 
among the wild, tumbled, barren mountains, 
was there no contracting, strangling, steel 
hand. 

The autumn was closing in. The cattle 
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that had summered in the hafod (the 

mountain byre) were returning to the ] 

hendre (the winter home). Usually the 

descent from the uplands was attended i 

with song and laugh and dancing. It was 

not so now. And the very cattle seemed 

to perceive that they did not receive their 

wonted welcome. 

Pabo went about as usual, but graver, 
paler than formerly — for his mind was ill 
at ease. It was he who had shed the first 
blood. A trifling spill, indeed, but one 
likely to entail serious results. The situa- 
tion had been aggravated by his act. He 
who should have done his utmost to ward 
off evil from his flock had perpetrated an 
act certain to provoke deadly resentment 
against them. He bitterly regretted his 
passionate outbreak ; he who should have 
set an example of self-control had failed. 
Yet when he looked on his wife, her gentle, 
patient face, the tenderness with which she 
watched and cared for the dying hermit, 
again his cheek flushed, the veins in his 
brow swelled, and the blood surged in his 
heart. To hear her insulted he could 
never bear ; should such an outrage be 
repeated, he would strike again. 
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Pabo sat by his fire. In Welsh houses 
even so late as the twelfth century there 
were no structural chimneys — these were 
first introduced by the Flemish settlers — 
consequently the smoke from the wood fire 
curled and hung in the roof and stole out, 
when tired of circling there, through a 
hole in the thatch. 

On a bier lay the dead man, with 
candles at his head — his white face 
illumined by the light that descended from 
the gap in the roof. At the feet crouched 
a woman, a professional wailer, singing 
and swaying herself, as she improvised 
verses in honour of the dead, promised 
him the glories of Paradise, and a place at 
the right hand of David, and then fell to 
musical moans. 

Morwen sat by the side, looking at the 
deceased — she was awaiting her turn to 
kneel, sing, and lament — and beside her 
was a rude bench on which were placed 
cakes and ale wherewith to regale such as 
came in to wake the dead. 

And as Pabo looked at his wife he 
thought of the peaceful, useful life they 
had led together. 

She had been the daughter of a widow, 
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a harsh and exacting woman, who had 
long been bedridden, and with whose 
querulousness she had borne meekly. He 
had not been always destined to the Arch- 
priesthood. His uncle had been the 
ecclesiastical as well as political head of 
the tribe ; but on his death his son, 
Goronwy, had been passed over as de- 
formed, and therefore incapable of taking 
his father's place, and the chiefship had 
been conferred on Pabo, who had already 
been for some years ordained in anticipa- 
tion of this selection. 

Pabo continued to look at his wife, 
and he questioned whether he could 
have understood the hearts of his people 
had he not himself known what love 
was. 

'' Husband," said Morwen, '' there is a 
little roll under his hand." 

Pabo started to the consciousness of the 
present. 

** I have not ventured to remove it ; yet 
what think you ? Is it to be buried with 
him ? It almost seems as though it were 
his testament." 

The Archpriest rose and went to where 
the dead man lay ; his long white beard 



( 



THE SCROLL 71 

flowed to his waist, and the hands were 
crossed over it. 

** It Is in the palm," said Morwen. 

Pabo passed his fingers through the 
thick white hair and drew forth a scroll, 
hardly two fingers' breadth in width ; it 
was short also, as he saw when he uncurled 
it. 

He opened and read. 

**Yes, it is his will. *To Pabo, the 

Archpriest, my cell — as a refuge ; and ' " 

He ceased, rolled up the little coil once 
more, and placed it in his bosom. 

A stroke at the door, and one of the 
elders of the community, named Howel 
the Tall, entered. 

** It seems fit. Father Pabo, to us to 
meet in council. What say you ? All are 
gathered." 

*' It is well ; I attend." 



CHAPTER VII 



GRIFFITH AP RHYS 



THE council-house of the Caio tribe 
was a large circular wooden struc- 
ture, with a conical thatched roof. There 
was a gable on one side in which was a 
circular opening to serve as window, and 
it was unglazed. 

As Pabo entered with Howel the Tall 
he was saluted with respect, and he re- 
turned the salutation with grave courtesy. 

He took the seat reserved for him, and 
looked about him, mustering who were 
present. They were all representative 
men, either because weighty through 
wealth, force of character, or intellect. 

Among them were two officers, the one 
Meredith ap David, the Bard, who in his 
retentive memory preserved the traditions 
of the tribe and the genealogies of all the 
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families of the district from Noah. The 
other was Morgan ap Seissyl, the heredi- 
tary custodian of the staff of Cynwy], and 
sacristan of the church, enjoying Certain 
lands which went with the baculus^ or 
staff, as well as certain dignities. 

Howel stepped into the centre of the 
building and addressed those present, and 
their president. 

** Father Pabo, we who are gathered 
together have done so with one consent, 
drawn hither by a common need, to take 
counsel in our difficulties. Seeing how 
grave is the situation in which we stand, 
how uncertain is the future, how ignorant 
we are of the devices of our enemies, how 
doubtful what a day may bring forth — we 
have considered it expedient to meet and 
devise such methods as may enable us to 
stand shoulder to shoulder, and to frustrate 
the machinations of our common foe. By 
twos and threes we have talked of these 
things, and now we desire to speak in 
assembly concerning them. 

** And, first of all, we have considered 
the threats of Bernard, whom the King of 
the English has thrust upon us by his mere 
will, to be bishop over us ; a man of whom 
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we hear no good, who cannot speak our 
tongue, who despises our nation and its 
customs, and mocks at our laws. A man 
is he who has not entered the sheepfold by 
the door, but has climbed in another way." 

His words were received with a murmur 
of assent. 

**And the first time that this intruder 
has opened his mouth, it has been to pro- 
voke unto strife, and to fill all hearts with 
dismay. He erects barriers where was 
open common. He prohibits unions which 
the Word of God does not disallow. He 
creates spiritual relationships as occasions 
and excuses for dissolving marriages, where- 
no blood ties exist. He proclaims his 
mission to be one of breaking up of 
families and making houses desolate. Now 
we are sheep without a shepherd, a flock 
in the midst of wolves. We are neither 
numerous enough nor strong enough to 
resist the over - might that is brought 
against us. By the blessing of David, 
we have been ever men of peace. Our 
hands are unaccustomed to handle the 
bow and wield the sword. We have no 
prince over us to lead us. We have no 
bishop over us to advise us. The throne 
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of our father David is usurped by an in- 
truder whom we will not acknowledge." 

He paused. Again his words roused 
applause. 

** And now, it seems to me, that as we 
are incapable of opposing force to force, 
we must take refuge in subtlety. It has 
pleased God, who confounded the speech 
of men at Babel, that we should preserve 
that original tongue spoken by Adam in 
Paradise, in his unfallen state, and that 
the rest of mankind, by reason of the 
blindness of their hearts, and the dulness 
of their understandings, are hardly able to 
acquire it. Now it has further pleased 
Providence, which has a special care over 
our elect nation, that our relationships 
should present a perplexity to all save 
unto ourselves. I am creditably informed 
that the English people are beginning to 
call themselves after their trades, and to 
hand down their trade names to their 
children, so that John the Smith's sons 
and daughters be also entitled Smiths, 
although the one be a butcher, and 
another a weaver — which is but one 
token out of many that this is an 
insensate people. Moreover, some call 
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themselves after the place where they 
were born, and although their children 
and children's children be born elsewhere, 
yet are they called after the township 
whence came their father — an evident 
proof of sheer imbecility. Again, it is 
said that if a John Redhead, so designated 
by reason of a fiery poll, have a dark- 
haired son, though the head of this latter 
be as a raven's wing, yet is he a Redhead. 
One really marvels that Providence should 
suffer such senseless creatures to beget 
children. But there is worse still behind. 
A Tom has a son George, and he is called 
Tomson. But if this George have a son 
Philip, then Philip is not Georgeson, but 
Tomson. Stupidity could go no farther. 
Now we are wiser. I am Howel ap John, 
and John was ap Roderick, and he ap 
Thomas. There were assuredly a score 
of Johns in Caio when my father lived, 
and say that each had five children. 
Then there be now in the tribe a hundred 
persons who bear the name of ap John or 
merch John. Who is to say which John 
begat this lad or that lass, and therefore 
to decide who are consanguineous and 
who are not? There is one man only 
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whose duty and calling it is to unravel the 
tangle, and this is Meredith, the gene- 
alogist. Should the bishop come here 
again, or send his commissioner, we have 
the means of raising such a cloud of 
confusion with our Johns and Morgans, 
or Thomases and Merediths, with the aps 
and our merchSy as will utterly bewilder 
his brains. I defy any pig-headed English- 
man or Norman either to discover our 
relationships unless he gets hold of the 
genealogist." 

This was so obviously true and so 
eminently consolatory that all nodded 
approvingly. 

** This being the case," pursued Howel, 
**as there is but a single man to unravel 
this tangle, Meredith ap David, and as he 
would consider it his sacred duty con- 
scientiously to give every pedigree if 
asked — therefore I advise that he go into 
hiding. Then, when the bishop comes we 
take it upon ourselves to confound his 
head with our relationships — consanguine, 
affine, and spiritual — so that he will be 
able to do nothing in the matter of dis- 
solving our marriages. A child who is 
ill-treated lies. In that way it seeks 
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protection. An ill-treated people takes 
refuge in subterfuge. It is permissible.'* 

This long speech was vastly approved, 
and all present, even the bard himself, 
voted with uplifted right hand that it 
should be carried into effect. 

Then lorwerth the Smith stood up and 
said — 

** It is well spoken ; but all is not done. 
The chief danger menaces us through our 
head. It is at>the head that the deadly 
blow is .aimed. Griffith ap Rhys, our 
prince,. is not among us. A true bishop 
is not over us. We have none but our 
Father Pabo ; and him we must do our 
utmost to preserve. It is he who stands 
in greater peril than we. It is true that I 
struck a fellow on the arni because he 
molested the wife of our chief ; but that 
was naught. Blows are exchanged among 
men and thought lightly of. But our 
Father Pabo smote the bishop in the 
mouth and broke his teeth. That will 
never he forgiven him — never; and the 
intruder Bernard will compass sea and 
land to revenge on him that blow. If our 
head be taken, what will become of us, 
the members ? If it be thought expedient 
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that Meredith the Bard should go into 
hiding, then I give my voice that our 
chief should also seek out a refuge where 
he may not be found." 

This opinion was met with murmurs of 
approval. Then the tall Howel rose and 
said, " You marked what I said before, 
that although we approve not deception, 
yet must the weak take resort unto 
trickery when matched against the strong. 
So be it— our Archpriest Pabo shall dis- 
appear, and disappear so that the enemy 
shall not know that he be alive. Leave 
this to me. An opportunity offers — that 
Heaven has given to us. Ask me not to 
explain." 

** It is well. We trust thee, Howel." 

Then they heard a distant murmur, a 
hum as of a rising wind, the rustle of 
trees, the beating of waves. It drew 
nearer, it waxed louder, it broke out into 
cries of joy and shouts of exultation as at 
the bringing in of harvest, and the crowned 
sheaf — the wrack. 

The elders of Caio listened and won- 
dered. 

Then through the door sprang a young 
man, and stood where a falling sunbeam 
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from the one round window rested on 
him. 

He had flowing golden hair that reached 
his shoulders in curls. He was tall, lithe, 
graceful, and beautiful. 

In a moment they all knew him, as 
those had recognised him on the way and 
had accompanied him to the churchtown. 

The old, the grey-headed, strong, iron 
men, and those who were feeble at once 
encircled him. They threw themselves at 
his feet, they clasped his knees, those who 
could kissed his hands, others the hem of 
his garment. 

** Griffith, our Prince! Our heart and 
soul, our King ! " 






CHAPTER VIII 

PREPARING FOR THE EVIL DAY 

AS Nest was the most beautiful woman 
in Wales, so her brother Griffith was 
the handsomest of the men there. His 
face was open and engaging. The blue 
^ eyes were honest, the jaw resolute. His 
address had a fascination few could resist. 
Moreover, the story of his young life was 
such as enlisted sympathy and fired the 
hearts of the Cymri. 

His gallant father, a true hero, the King 
of Dyfed, South Wales, had fallen in battle, 
fighting against the Normans under Robert 
Fitzhamon and some turbulent Welsh who 
had invited the invader into the land. The 
fall of the great chief had left his country 
open, defenceless to the spoiler. His eldest 
son and his daughter had been carried 
away as hostages, the Prince to die in his 
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captivity — whether wasting with grief or 
by the hand of the assassin none knew — 
and the Princess, dishonoured, had been 
married to the worst oppressor of her 
people. 

Griffith, the second son, had effected his 
escape, and had committed himself to his 
namesake the King of Gwynedd, or North 
Wales, and had married his daughter. 

The crafty Beauclerk was ill pleased so 
long as the Prince remained at large to 
head insurrection in the South ; perhaps, 
in combination with his father-in-law, to 
unite all Cambria in one mighty effort to 
hurl the invader from the rocks of that 
mountain world. He accordingly entered 
into negotiation with the King and invited 
him to visit him in London. Griffith ap 
Cynan, the old King of North Wales, 
flattered by the terms in which he was 
addressed, pleased with the prospect of 
seeihg more of the world than was possible 
from his castle-walls in Anglesea, incau- 
tiously accepted. 

Arrived at Westminster, he was treated 
with effusive courtesy ; King Henry 
addressed him as a brother, seated him at 
his side, lavished on him splendid gifts. 
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and still more splendid promises. Not 
till he had made the Welshman drunk 
with vanity and ambition did Henry unfold 
his purpose. Griffith ap Cynan was offered 
the sovereignty over North and South 
Wales united with Cardigan, the Prince 
of which had fled to Ireland, to be held 
under the suzerainty of the English Crown, 
and the sole price asked for this was the 
surrender of the young Prince, his own 
son-in-law and guest, a man whose only 
guilt consisted in having the blood of Rhys 
in his veins, and who confided in the 
honour and loyalty of his wife's father. 

The King of Gwynedd consented, and 
hasted home to conclude his part of the 
contract. 

Happily, but not a moment too soon, 
did Griffith the younger get wind of the 
treachery that was intended, and he fled 
before the arrival of the old King. * »" 

When the latter discovered that his son- - 

in-law had escaped, he sent a body of 
horsemen in pursuit. The fugitive, nearly 
overtaken, took sanctuary in the church of 
Aberdaron, and the baffled pursuers, riot 
venturing to infringe the rights of the 
Church, returned unsuccessful to their 
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master. The King, angry, blind to every 
consideration save his ambition, bade his 
men return on their traces, and, if need be, 
force the sanctuary and tear the Prince 
from the foot of the altar, should he make 
that his last refuge. 

The executioners of the mandate were 
not, however, free from the superstitious 
awe which surrounded a sanctuary. The 
clergy of the church and of the neighbour- 
hood rose with one consent in protection 
of the pursued and of the menaced rights, 
and again the ministers of the King were 
baffled. By this means time was gained, 
and the clergy of Aberdaron succeeded by 
night in securing the escape of the Prince, 
with a few faithful followers, into the Vale 
of the Towy. 

There he had no alternative open to 
him but to prepare to take up arms. He 
at once entered into communication with 
his sister, on whose fidelity to the cause 
of the royal family of Dyfed, and of her 
country, he knew he could calculate. He 
found the people impatient to fly to arms. 
Their condition had become intolerable. 
Wherever they went the barons had intro- 
duced the system of feudal tenure, which 
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was foreign to the laws and feelings of the 
people, and they vigorously resisted its 
application. Moreover, foreign ecclesias- 
tics, the kinsmen or clients of the secular 
tyrants, seized upon the livings. Where 
a fortress could not be established, there 
a monastery was planted and filled with 
foreigners, to maintain whom the tithes 
and glebes were confiscated, and the bene- 
fices converted into vicarages, which were 
served by English or Continental monks. 

Added to this, the King had created the 
Bishop of London Lord of the Marches 
and President of Shropshire, and this 
astute and unprincipled man devoted his 
energies to the setting at rivalry of all the 
native princes, and the goading them to 
war with one another. Such was his 
policy — let the Welsh cut each others 
throats and make way for the Norman and 
the Fleming. 

The wretched people, betrayed by their 
natural leaders, the princes, deprived of 
their clergy, subjected to strange laws, 
with foreign masters, military and eccle- 
siastic, intruding themselves everywhere, 
and dispossessing them of all their pos- 
sessions, felt that it would be better to die 
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among their burnt farmsteads than live on 
dishonoured. 

At this juncture, when they looked for, 
prayed for a leader, Griffith, son of their 
King, suddenly appeared in their midst, 
with a fresh story of insult and treachery 
to tell — and make their blood flame. 

** I am come," said the Prince, still 
standing in the falling ray of sun. ** I 
have hasted to come to you with a word 
from my sister, the Princess Nest. Evil 
is devised against you — evil you are 
powerless now to resist. It comes swift, 
and you must bow your heads as bul- 
rushes. The enemy is at hand — will be 
here on the morrow; and what the 
Princess says to Pabo, your chief, is, Fly 
for your life ! " 

** That is what has been determined 
among us," said Howel. 

** It is well — let not a moment be lost ! " 
Then, looking around, ** I — my friends, 
my brothers, am as a squirrel in the forest, 
flying from branch to branch, pursued even 
by the hand that should bave sheltered 
me. There is no trust to be laid in princes. 
I lean on none ; I commend my cause to 
none. I place it in the hearts of the 
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people. I would lay my head to sleep on 
the knee of any shepherd, fearless. I 
could not elose my eyes under the roof of 
any prince, and be sure he would not sell 
me while I slept." 

None answered. It was true — they 
knew it — too true. 

" My brother," said Griffith — ^and he 
stepped to each and touched each hand — 
"I commit myself and the cause of my 
country to these palms that have held the 
plough and wielded the hammer, and I fear 
not. They are true." 

A shout of assurances, thrilling from 
every heart, and the eyes filled with tears. 

** My brothers, the moment has not yet 
arrived. When it comes, I will call and 
ye will answer." 

- We will ! " 

'' My life — it is for you." 

** And our lives are at your disposal." 

** We know each other," said the Prince, 
and one of his engaging smiles lighted his 
face. ** But now to the matter in hand. 
The Bishop Bernard claims the entire 
region of Caio, from the mountains to 
where the Cothi enters the ravine, as his 
own, because it is the patrimony of David, 
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which he has usurped. And forthwith he 
sends a mandate for the deposition of your 
Archpriest Pabo, and his arrest and con- 
veyance under a guard to his castle of 
Llawhaden." 

"He shall not have him." 

** Therefore must he escape at once." 

*' He shall fly to a place of security." 

** And that without a moment's delay." 

** It shall be so." 

** Furthermore, the bishop sends his 
chaplain Cadell to fill his room, to minister 
to you in holy things." 

"He shall not so minister to us." 

"And to occupy the presbytery." 

" My house ! " exclaimed Pabo. 

" He shall not set foot therein," said 
Howel ; "leave that to me." 

" I go," said Pabo sadly ; " but I shall 
take my wife with me." 

" Nay," answered Howel hastily, " that 
must not be ! " 

"But wherefore not? She must be 
placed where safe from pursuit as well 
as I." 

" She shall be under my protection," 
said Howel the Tall. " Have confidence 
in me. All Caio will rise again were she' 
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to be molested. Have no fear ; she shall 
be safe. But with you she must not go. 
Ask me not my reasons now. You shall 
learn them later." 

'*Then I go. But I will bid her fare- 
well first." 

'' Not that even," said Howel, 'Mest she 
learn whither you betake yourself. That 
none of us must know." 

Then Meredith the Bard rose. 

** There is need for haste," he said. ** I 

go." 

** And I go too," said Pabo. He looked 
at the elders with swelling breast and 
filling eye. **I entrust to you, dear friends 
and spiritual sons, one more precious to 
me than life itself." He turned to Griffith : 
** Prince, God grant it be not for long that 
you are condemned to fly as the squirrel. 
God grant that ere long we may hear the ^"^ 
cry of the ravens of Dynevor ; and when 

we hear that " 

All present raised their hands — 

** We will find the ravens their food." 
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CHAPTER IX 



WHAT MUST BE 



HOWEL the Tall walked slowly to 
the presbytery, the house of Pabo, 
that was soon to be his no longer. The 
tidings that an armed body of men was on 
its way into the Peaceful Valley — whose 
peace was to be for ever broken up, so it 
seemed — had produced a profound agita- 
tion. Every 'one was occupied : some 
removing their goods, and themselves 
preparing to retire to the hovel on the 
summer pastures : those who had no hafod 
to receive them were concealing their little 
treasures. 

A poor peasant was entreating a well-to- 
do farmer to take with him his daughter, 
a young and lovely girl, for whom he 
feared when the lawless servants of the 
bishop entered Caio. 
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But all could not take refuge in the 
mountains, even if they had places there 
to which to retire. There were their cattle 
to be attended to in the valley ; the grass 
on the heights was burnt, and would not 
shoot again till spring. The equinoctial 
gales were due, and rarely failed to 
keep their appointments. There were 
mothers expecting additions to their 
families, and little children who could not 
be exposed to the privations and cold of 
the uplands. There were no stores on the 
mountains ; hay and corn were stacked by 
the homes in the valley. 

Some said : ** What more can these 
strangers do than they have done ? Do 
they come, indeed, to thrust on us a new 
pastor ? They will not drive us with their 
pikes into church to hear what he has to 
say ! They are not bringing with them 
a batch of Flemings to occupy our farms 
and take from us our cornland and pasture ! 
The Norman is no peaceful agriculturist, 
and he must live ; therefore he will let the 
. Iiative work on, that he may eat out of his 
hands." And, again, others said: ** There 
will be time enough to escape when they 
flourish their swords in our faces." But 
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even such as resolved to remain concealed 
their valuables. 

The basin of the sanctuary was exten- 
sive ; it was some seven miles long and 
five at its widest, but along the slopes of 
the hills that broke the evenness of its 
bottom and on the side of the continuous 
mountains were scattered numerous habi- 
tations. And it would be an easy matter 
for those on the high ground commanding 
the roads, to take to flight when the men- 
at-arms were observed to be coming their 
way. 

Howel entered the presbytery. 

Like every other house in Wales, 
excepting those of the great princes, it 
comprised but two chambers — that which 
served as hall and kitchen, into which the 
door opened, and the bed-chamber on one 
side. There was no upper storey ; its 
consequence as the residence of the chief 
was indicated by a detached structure, like 
a barn, that served as banqueting-hall on 
festive occasions, and where, indeed, all 
such as came on Sundays from distances 
tarried and ate after divine service, and 
awaited the vespers which were performed 
early in the afternoon. There were stables, 
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also, to accommodate the horses of those 
who came to church, or to pay their re- 
spects, and to feast with their chief. 

With the exception of these disconnected 
buildings, the house presented the character 
of a Welsh cottage of the day in which we 
live. It was deficient in attempt at orna- 
ment, and, unlike a mediaeval edifice of the 
rest of Europe, lacked picturesqueness. 
At the present, a Welsh cottage or farm- 
house is, indeed, of stone, and is ugly. 

Although the presbytery was lacking in 
beauty of outline and detail, it was con- 
venient as a dwelling. As Howel entered, 
he saw that the body of the hermit still lay 
exposed, preparatory to burial, with the 
candles burning at its head. But Morwen 
was the sole person in attendance on it, as 
the professional waller had decamped to 
secrete the few coins she possessed, and 
above all to convey to, and place under the 
protection of, the Church a side of bacon, 
the half of a pig, on which she calculated 
to subsist during the winter. 

By the side of the fire sat a lean, sharp- 
featured boy with high cheek-bones ; a lad 
uncouth in appearance, for one shoulder 
was higher than the other. 
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He stirred the logs with his foot, and 
when he found one that was burnt through, 
stooped, separated the ends, and reversed 
them in the fire. 

This was Goronwy Cam, kinsman of 
Pabo, the son of the late Archpriest, who 
had been passed over for the chieftainship, 
partly on account of his youth, mainly 
because of his deformity, which dis- 
qualified him for the ecclesiastical state. 

He lived in the presbytery with his 
cousin, was kindly, affectionately treated 
by him, and was not a little humoured by 
Morwen, who pitied his condition, forgave 
his perversity of temper, and was too 
familiar with ill - humours, experienced 
during her mothers life, to resent his 
outbreaks of petulance. 

** Go forth, Goronwy," said Howel. 
** Bid Morgan see that the grave for our 
dead saint be made ready. They are like 
to forget their duties to the dead in their 
care for themselves. Bid him expedite 
the work of the sexton." 

"Why should I go.'* I am engaged here." 

** Engaged in doing nothing. Go at 
once and speak with Morgan. Time 
presses too hard for empty civilities." 
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" You have no right to order me, none 
to send me from this house." 

** I have a right in an emergency to see 
that all be done that is requisite for the 
good of the living, and for the repose of 
the dead. Do you not know, boy, that 
the enemy are on their way hither, and 
that when they arrive you will no further 
have this as your home ? " 

** Goronwy, be kind and do as desired," 
said Morwen. 

The young man left, muttering. He 
looked but a boy ; he was in fact a man. 

When he had passed beyond earshot, 
Morwen said, ** Do not be short with the 
lad ; he has much to bear, his infirmities 
of body are ever present to his mind, and 
he can ill endure the thought that but 
for them he would have been chief in 
Caio." 

V I have not come hither to discuss 
Goronwy and his sour humours," said 
Howel ; ** but to announce to you that 
Pabo is gone." 

-Whither?" 

** That I do not know." 

** For how long?" 

** That also I cannot say." 
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** Is he in danger? " Morwens colour 
fled, and she put her hand to her bosom. 

" At present he is in none ; for how 
long he will be free I cannot say, and 
something depends on you." 

*' On me ! I will do anything, every- 
thing for him." 

** To-morrow the sleuth-hounds will be 
after him : his safety lies in remaining 
hid." 

** But why has he not come to me and 
told me so .'* *' 

** Because it is best that you know 
nothing, not even the direction he has 
taken In his flight. Be not afraid — he is 
safe so long as he remains concealed. As 
for you and that boy, ye shall both come 
to my house, for to-morrow he will be here 
who will claim this as his own. The 
bishop who has stepped into David s seat 
has sent him to dispossess our Archpriest 
of all his rights, and to transfer them to 
Cadell, his chaplain." 

"But it is not possible. He does not 
belong to the tribe." 

" What care these aliens about our 
rights and our liberties ? With the mailed 
fists they beat down all law." 
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** And he will take from us our house ? " 

** If you suffer him.*' 

** How can I, a poor woman, resist?" 

** I do not ask you to resist." 

** Then what do you require of me ? " 

*' Leave him no house into which to 
step and which he may call his own." 

** I understand you not." 

** Morwen, say farewell you must to 
these walls — this roof. It will dishonour 
them to become the shelter of the renegade, 
after it has been the home of such as you 
and Pabo, and the Archpriests of our race 
and tribe for generations — ay, and after it 
has been consecrated by the body of this 
saint." He indicated the dead hermit. 

** But again I say, I do not understand. 
What would you have me do .'* " 

** Do this, Morwen." Howel dropped 
his voice and drew nearer to her. He 
laid hold of her wrist. ** Set fire to the 
presbytery. The wind is from the east ; 
it will cause the house to blaze merrily." 

She looked at him in dismay and doubt. 

** To me, and away from this, thou must 

come, and that boy with thee. Thou 

wouldest not have Pabo taken from thee 

and given to some Saxon woman. So, 
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suffer not this house that thou art deprived 
of to become the habitation of another — 
one false to his blood and to his duties.'* 

** I cannot," she said, and looked about 
her at the walls, at every object against 
them, at the hearth, endeared to her by 
many ties. ** I cannot — I cannot," and 
then : ** Indeed I cannot with him here " — 
and she indicated the corpse. 

** It is with him here that the house 
must burn," said Howel. 

** Burn the hermit — the man of God ! *' 

*' It would be his will, could he speak," 
said Howel. ** He, throughout his life, 
gave his body to harsh treatment, and 
treated it as the enemy of his soul. Now 
out of heaven he looks down and bids you 
— he as a saint in light — do this thing. 
He withholds not his cast-off tabernacle, 
if thereby he may profit some." 

** Nay, let him be honourably buried, 
and then, if thou desirest it, let the house 
blaze." 

** It must be, Morwen, as I say. Hearken 
to me. When they come to-morrow they 
will find the presbytery destroyed by fire, 
and we will say that the Archpriest has 
perished in it." 
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** But they will know it is not so. See 
his snowy beard ! " 

** Will the flames spare those white 
hairs ? " 

"Yet all know — all in Caio." 

" And I can trust them all. When the 
oppressor is strong, the weak must be 
subtle. Ay, and they will be as one man 
to deceive him, for they hate him, and 
they love their true priest." 

** I cannot do it." 

** It may be that the truth will come out 
in a week, a month — I cannot say ; but 
time will be gained for Pabo to escape, 
and every day is of importance." 

** If it must be — but, O Howel, it is 
hard, and it seemeth to me unrighteous." 

** It is no unrighteousness to do that 
which must be." 

" And it must ? " 

** Morwen, you shall not lay the fire. 
I will do it — but done it must be." 



CHAPTER X 

THE CELL ON MALLAEN 

AT the back of Caio church and village 
stretches a vast mountain region 
that extends in tossed and rearing waves 
of moorland and crag for miles to the 
north ; and indeed, Mynydd Mallaen is 
but the southern extremity of that chain 
which extends from Montgomeryshire and 
Merioneth, and of which Plinlimmon is 
one of the finest heads. 

The elevated and barren waste is tra- 
versed here and there by streams — the 
Cothi, the Camddwr, the Doethie — but 
these are through restricted and un- 
inhabited ravines. Mynydd Mallaen, the 
southernmost projection of this range, is a 
huge bulk united to the main mountain 
system by a slight connecting ridge, 
between the gorge of the Cothi and a 
tributary of the Towy. 
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North of this extends far the territory 
of Caio, over barren wilderness, once 
belonging to the tribe now delimited as a 
parish some sixteen miles in length. 

On leaving the ,Council-hall, Pabo 
tarried but for a few minutes in converse 
with Howel, and then ascended the glen 
down which brawled the Annell The 
flanks of mountain on each side were 
clothed with heath and heather now fast 
losing their bells, and were gorgeous with 
bracken, turned to copper and gold by the 
touch of the finger of Death. 

He pursued his way without pause along 
the track trodden by those who visited the 
rock of Cynwyl, where annually the waters 
were stirred with his staff. 

But on reaching this spot, Pabo halted 
and looked into the sliding water that 
swirled in the reputed kneeholes worn by 
the saint in the rocky bed. A pebble was 
in one, being eddied about, and, notwith- 
standing the distress of mind in which was 
Pabo, he did not fail to notice this as an 
explanation of the origin of the depres- * 
sions. Dreamy, imaginative though he 
might be, he had also a fund of common 
sense. 



^ 



102 PABO THE PRIEST 

The spot was lonely and beautiful, away 
from the strife of men and the noise of 
tongues. The stillness was broken only 
by the ripple of the water and the hum of 
the wind in the dried fern. The evening 
sun lit up the mountain heights, already 
glorious with dying fern, with on oriole of 
incomparable splendour. 

The great stone slept where it had 
lodged beside that stream, and was 
mantled with soft velvet mosses and 
dappled with many-coloured lichen. It 
was upon its summit, doubtless, that the 
old Apostle had knelt — not in the bed of 
the torrent, although the folk insisted on 
the latter, misled by the hollows worn in 
the rock. 

Pabo, moved by an inward impulse, 
mounted the block, wrenched, like himself, 
from his proper place and cast far away, 
never to return to it. Never to return ! 
That thought filled his mind : he must not 
attempt to delude himself with hopes. 
The past was gone for ever, with its peace 
and love and happiness. Peace — broken 
by the sound of the Norman's steel, happi- 
ness departed with it. Love, indeed, 
might, must remain, but under a new form 
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— no more sweet, but painful, full of appre- 
hensions, full of torture. 

Discouragement came over him like the 
cold dews that were settling in the valley 
now that the sun was withdrawn. Where 
the Norman had penetrated thence he 
would have to depart. The sanctuary- 
had been broken into — and the Angel of 
Peace, bearing the palm, had spread her 
wings. He looked aloft : a swan was 
sailing through the sky, the evening glory 
turning her silver feathers to gold. Even 
thus — even thus — leaving the land ; but 
not, like that swan, to return at another 
season. 

Pabo knelt on that stone. He put his 
hand to his brow ; it was wet with cold 
drops, just as the herbage, as the moss, 
were being also studded with crystal 
condensations. 

He prayed, turning his eyes to the sun- 
light that touched the heights to the west ; 
prayed till the ray was withdrawn, and the 
mountain-head was silvery and no longer 
golden. 

Then, strengthened in spirit, he left the 
block and resumed his course. 

Without telling Howel whither he would 
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betake himself, Pabo had agreed with him 
on a means of intercommunication in case 
of emergency. Upon the stone of Cynwyl, 
Howel was to place one rounded water- 
worn pebble as a token to flee farther into 
the depths of the mountains, whereas two 
stones were to indicate a recall to Caio. 
In like manner was Pabo to express his 
wants, should any arise. 

The refugee now ascended the steep 
mountain flank, penetrating farther into 
the wilderness, till at last he reached some 
fangs of rock, under which was a rude 
habitation constructed of stones put to- 
gether without mortar, the interstices 
stopped with clay and moss. 

It leaned against the rock, which con- 
stituted one wall of the habitation, and 
against which rested the rafters of the 
roof. A furrow had been cut in the rock, 
horizontally, so as to intercept the rain 
that ran down the face and divert it on to 
the incline of the roof. 

The door was unfastened and was sway- 
ing on its hinges in the wind, with creak 
and groan. Pabo entered, and was in the 
cell of the deceased hermit, in which the 
old man had expended nearly half his life. 



THE CELL ON MALLAEN 105 

A small but unfailing spring oozed from 
the foot of the rocks, as Pabo was aware, 
a few paces below the hermitage. 

The habitation was certain not to be 
deficient in supplies of food, and on search- 
ing Pabo found a store of grain, a heap of 
roots, and a quern There was a hearth 
on which he might bake cakes, and he 
found the anchorite^s tinder, flint, and 
steel. 

The day had by this time closed in, and 
Pabo at once endeavoured to light a fire. 
He had become heated with the steep 
ascent, but this warmth was passing away, 
and he felt chilled. At this height the air 
was colder and the wind keener. There 
were sticks and dry heather and fern near 
the hearth, but Pabo failed in all his efforts 
to kindle a blaze. Sparks flew from the 
flint, but would not ignite the spongy 
fungus that served as tinder. It had lain 
too many days on a stone, and had become 
damp. After fruitless attempts, Pabo 
placed the amadou in his bosom, in hopes 
of drying it by the heat of his body, and 
drew the hermit s blanket over his shoulders 
as he seated himself on the bed, which was 
but a board. 
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All was now dark within. The window 
was but a slit in the wall, and was un- 
glazed. The cabin was draughty, for 
there was not merely the window by which 
the wind could enter, but the door as well 
was but imperfectly closed, and in the roof 
was the smoke-hole. 

What a life the hermit must have led in 
this remote spot ! Pabo might have con- 
sidered that now, feeling this experience, 
but, indeed, his mind was too fully occupied 
with his own troubles to give a thought to 
those of another. 

Shivering under the blanket, that seemed 
to have no warmth in it, he leaned his 
brow in his hand, and mused on the 
dangers, distresses, that menaced his tribe, 
his race, his wife, which he was powerless 
to avert. 

Prince Griffith might raise the standard 
and rouse to arms, but it was in vain for 
Pabo to hug himself in the hope of success 
and freedom for his people by this means. 
The North of Wales was controlled by a 
King who had violated the rights of 
hospitality and betrayed his own kindred. 
Thus, all Cambria would not rise as one 
man, and what could one half of the nation 
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do against the enormous power of all Eng- 
land ? Do ? The hope of the young and 
sanguine, and the despair of the old and 
experienced, could lead them to nothing 
else, ^ut either to retreat among the 
mountltins and there die of hunger and 
cold, or perish gloriously sword in hand 
on the battle-field. 

Pabo lifted his head, and looked through 
the gap in the thatch. A cold star was 
twinkling aloft. A twig of heather, got 
free from its bands, was blown by the 
night wind to and fro over the smoke-hole, 
across the star, now brushing it out, then 
revealing it again. 

The cell was not draughty only, it 
was also damp. Pabo felt the hearth. 
It was quite cold. Several days had 
elapsed since the last sparks on it had 
expired. 

The wind moaned among the rocks, 
sighed at the window, and piped through 
the crevices about the door. A snoring 
owl began its monotonous call. Where it 
was Pabo could not detect. The sound 
came now from this side then from that, 
and next was behind him. It was precisely 
as though a man — he could not say whether 
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without or within — were in deep stertorous 
sleep. 

Again he endeavoured to strike a light 
and kindle a fire. Sparks he could elicit, 
that was all. The fungus refused to 
ignite. 

The cold, the damp, ate into the marrow 
of his bones. He collected a handful of 
barley-grains and chewed them, but they 
proved little satisfying to hunger. 

Then he went forth. He must exercise 
his limbs to prevent them from becoming 
stiff, must circulate his blood lest it should 
become coagulated with frost. He would 
walk along the mountain crest to where, 
over the southern edge, he could look 
down on Caio, on his lost home, on where 
was his wife — not sleeping, he knew she 
was not that, but thinking of him. 

Wondrous, past expression, is that link 
of love that binds the man and his wife. 
Never was a truer word spoken than that 
which pronounced them to be no more 
twain, but one flesh. The mother parted 
from her nursling knows, feels in her 
blreast, in every fibre of her being, when 
her child is weeping and will not be com- 
forted, though parted from it by miles ; an 
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unendurable yearning comes over her to 
hurry to the wailing infant, to clasp it to 
her heart and kiss away its tears. And 
something akin to this is that mysterious tie 
that holds together the man and his wife. 
They cannot live an individual life. He 
carries the wife with him wherever he be, 
thinks, feels with her, is conscious of a 
double existence fused into a unity, and 
what is true of the husband is true also of 
the wife. 

It was now with Pabo as though he 
were irresistibly drawn in the direction of 
Caio, where he knew that M or wen was 
watching with tears on her cheeks, her 
gentle, suffering heart full of him and his 
desolation and banishment. 

The night was clear, there was actually 
not much wind ; but autumn rawness was 
in the air. 

To the west still hung a dying halo, 
very faint, and the ground, covered with 
short grass, was dimly white where pearled 
with dew, each pearl catching something of 
the starlight from above. 

But away to the south was a lurid glqw, 
against which the rounded head of Mallaen 
stood out as ink. 
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Pabo thrust on his way, running when 
he could, and anon stumbling over plots of 
gorse or among stones. 

At length he came out upon the brow, 
Bronffin, and looked down into the broad 
basin of Caio. Below him was a fire. It 
had burned itself out, and lay a bed of 
glowing cinders, with smoke curling above 
it, lighted and turned red by the reflection 
of the fire below. Now and then a 
lambent flame sprang up, and then died 
away again. 

The sound of voices came up from 
beneath : it was pleasant to Pabo to hear 
voices, but in his heart was unutterable 
pain. He looked down on the glowing 
ruins of his presbytery — where he had 
lived and been so happy. 

Hour after hour he sat on the mountain- 
edge, watching the slowly contracting and 
fading glow, hearing the sounds of life 
gradually die away. 

> Then above the range to the left rose 
the moon, and silvered the white ribbon of 
the Sarn Helen, the paved road of the old 
Queen of British race who had married 
the Roman Emperor Maximus, and 
illumined the haze that hung over the river- 
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beds, and far away behind Pen-y-ddinas 
formed a cloud over the two tarns occupy- 
ing the bottom of the valley. 

But all the while Pabo looked only at 
one and then at another point — this, the 
fiery reek of his home, that a spot whence 
shone a small and feeble light — the house 
of Howel the Tall, beneath whose roof 
watched and wept his dearest treasure, 
Morwen. When midnight was over- 
passed, and none stirred, then did Pabo 
descend from the heights and approach 
the ashes of his home. At the glowing 
embers he dried the tinder. Then he 
caught up a smouldering brand, turned 
and reascended the mountain, with the fire 
from his ruined hearth wherewith to kindle 
that in his hovel of refuge. 



CHAPTER XI 



A MIRACLE 



HAD one been on Bronffin, the moun- 
tain-brow overhanging Caio, on 
the following morning, strange would have 
been the scene witnessed. 

Those of the inhabitants who had not 
fled were engaged in the obsequies of the 
hermit who had been burned when the 
presbytery took fire, and whose charred 
remains had been extricated from the 
ruins. 

The corpse was borne on a bier covered 
with a Mthite sheet ; and men and women 
accompanied, chanting an undulating wail- 
like dirge, while the priest from Llansawell 
— a daughter church — preceded the body. 

Simultaneously arrived a number of 
armed men, retainers of the bishop, under 
the command of his brother, with the 

112 



A MIRACLE 113 

chaplain Cadell in their midst, accompanied 
by the Dean of Llandeilo and his deacon. 
Rogier had recovered the use of his arm, 
which was, however, still somewhat stiff in 
the joint from the blow he had received. 

Their arrival disturbed the procession, 
for the new-comers rode through the train 
of wailers manifesting supreme indifference 
with regard to the proceedings. 

** Put down yon bier ! ** ordered Rogier ; 
and then, because none comprehended his 
words, he made imperious gestures that 
could not be mistaken. He was obeyed 
by the bearers, and the mourners parted 
and stood back, while the armed men filled 
in about the chaplain and their leader. 

Cadell rose in his stirrups and called in 
Welsh for silence, that he might be heard. 

Then, addressing the inhabitants in loud 
tones, he said : "It is well that ye are 
present, assembled, without my having to 
call you together. Ye shall hear what has 
been decreed. Proceed with the inter- 
ment of the dead after that. Draw around 
and give ear." 

All obeyed, though slowly, reluctantly. 

When Cadell saw that those of Caio 
who were gathered to the funeral were 
9 
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within earshot and attention, he said, 
speaking articulately, in sharp, distinct 
sentences, raising himself in his stirrups : 
'^ His fatherliness, the Bishop of St. 
David's, by the grace of God and the 
favour of Henry King of England and 
Lord Paramount over Wales, in considera- 
tion of the disloyal and irreligious conduct 
of the people inhabiting the so-called 
Sanctuary of David in Caio, but forming 
an integral portion of the patrimony of the 
See when he, their father and their lord, 
visited the place but recently, and above 
all, because the Archpriest did resist him, 
and further, did not shun to lift up his 
sacrilegious hand against him, his father 
in God, and inasmuch as in the divine law 
communicated to man from Sinai, it is 
commanded that he who smiteth his father 
shall surely be put to death, therefore he, 
their lord and bishop, in exercise of his 
just and legal rights, doth require imprimis : 
That the said Archpriest, Pabo by name, 
shall surrender his person to be tried and 
sentenced by the Court ecclesiastical, then 
to be handed over to the secular court for 
execution; and, further, that he be 
esteemed ipso facto and from this present 
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nhibited from the discharge of any sacred 
office, and shall be destituted of all and 
singular benefices that he may hold in the 
Menevian diocese, and that he be formally 
degraded from his sacerdotal character, by 
virtue of the authority hereby committed 
to me." 

Then Howel the Tall stood forth, and 
approaching the chaplain, said, ** Good 
master Cadell, this matter hath already 
been decided and taken out of the province 
of thy master. Pabo, Archpriest and 
hereditary chieftain of the tribe of Caio, 
hath, as saith the Scripture, escaped out 
of the snare of the fowler. We are even 
now engaged in the celebration of his 
obsequies. You have interrupted us as 
we were about to commit his ashes to 
the ground." 

" How so ! " exclaimed the chaplain, 
taken aback. '' Pabo is not dead ? " 

** Look around thee," answered Howel. 
** Behold how that fire hath destroyed 
the presbytery and at the same time hath 
consumed him who lay therein." 

** It was the judgment of God!" cried 
Cadell. ** The manifest judgment of God 
against the man who lifted his hand against 
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his spiritual father. Did the lightning 
flash from heaven to slay him ? " 

" That I cannot affirm," said Howel. 

** Heaven has manifestly and miracu- 
lously interposed,*' said the chaplain, dis- 
mounting. In a few words he informed 
his attendants of what had taken place. 

** It is to be regretted," said Rogier. ** I 
had hoped to carry a faggot, wherewith to 
roast him." 

** It soundeth passing strange," said 
another. 

** It is a miracle," persisted Cadell. 
**God is with us and against those who 
resist the bishop. This shall be every- 
where proclaimed." 

** I do not see that as a miracle it was 
necessary," said Rogier. ** For we would 
have burnt him all the same." 

** But," said the chaplain, '* it was the 
will of Heaven to reveal that it is wrath 
with this people, and is on our side." 

Rogier shrugged one shoulder. 

** I will have a look at him and satisfy 
myself," said he, strode to the bier and 
plucked aside the sheet. 

All recoiled at the object revealed — a 
human being burnt to a cinder. 



A MIRACLE 117 

** By the soul of the Conqueror," said 
the bishop's brother, ** methought he had 
been a man of more inches." 

** He is shrunken with the fire," explained 
the chaplain. 

"I would I could be certain it is he," 
said Rogier. 

*' We will subject them to an oath," said 
Cadell. ** If it be he, then, assuredly, his 
wife — that woman whom he called his wife 
— will not be far away." 

** She is the chief mourner," said 
Howel. 

Then he took Morwen by the hand and 
led her forward. '* She is here." 

** Ah, ha ! my pretty wench ! " said 
Rogier, ** praise Heaven that thou art 
released from thy leman. We may find 
thee a better man, and not one that wears 
the cassock." 

**Come hither," said the chaplain; ** I 
desire thee to take the strictest and most 
solemn oath that he who there lieth charred 
as a burned log is none other than Pabo 
the Archpriest, whom thou didst call thy 
husband. What be the chiefest relics 
here?" he asked, looking round. 

** We have but the staff of Cynwyl ; but 
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that is mighty and greatly resorted to," 
said Howel. 

'' Where is it ? Bring it hither." 

** I am the custodian of the relic," said 
Morgan ap Seissyl. '' But it is not 
customary to produce it unless it be 
attended and treated with all reverence." 

** Take with you whom you will,** said 
the chaplain impatiently. ** Faugh ! cast 
again the pall over it." 

Morgan chose Howel and another, and 
they departed towards the church. 

After a few moments' delay they re- 
turned, Morgan in the centre, bearing the 
staff. 

*' Lay it on the corpse," said Cadell. 

*' Have a care," said Howel, with a 
curve in the lip. *' That staff has been 
known to have raised the dead to life 
again." 

** It were well it did so now," laughed 
Rogier, when Cadell, somewhat dashed, 
interpreted what had been said. ** T faith, 
I would be glad to have a hand in the 
second burning of him." 

** Hath it really done so.*^" asked the 
chaplain. 

'' There was Ewan the son of Morgan 
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ap Rees who fell from a tree/* said Howel, 
**and he lay stone dead. Then, full of 
faith, his mother cried out for the staff of 
Cynwyl, and lo ! when it was laid on the 
lad he opened his eyes and spoke." 

" Hold it above the body," said the 
chaplain, **one at each end, so as not to 
touch, and in such wise let the woman take 
oath." 

Again was the linen sheet removed, and 
now Morgan and an attendant sacristan 
held the relic, one at the head, the other 
at the foot, so that it was above the body, 
yet not touching it ; only the shadow fell 
upon it. 

** Go thrice round it," enjoined Morgan, 
signing with his head to Morwen ; ** thrice 
from left to right, with' the sun, then lay 
thine hand on the staff and take the 
required oath." 

Morwen shuddered, but she obeyed, 
though pale as death. When she had 
made the third circuit she was forced, 
shrinking and with averted head, to ap- 
proach the dead man. Then Cadell said 
in a loud voice, ** Lay thy hand thereon 
and say these words : * I take oath before 
God and Cynwyl, before the saints and 
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angels in heaven, in the face of sun and 
moon and all men here present, that this 
is the dead body of Pabo, late Arch- 
priest — whom I did esteem as my hus- 
band.'" 

Then Morwen repeated, mechanically, 
the first words of adjuration, but added, in 
place of what Cadell had recited, '' I take 
oath that if this be not Pabo, the Arch- 
priest, and my husband, I know not where 
he is." 

*' That sufficeth,'* said Cadell. '' And 
now," he spoke aloud, turning to the 
assistants, *' seeing that this man hath 
manifestly died by the just judgment of 
God, and to the notable confirmation of 
the authority of Bernard, the bishop, I 
declare that he be treated as one excom- 
municate, and be not buried within conse- 
crated ground." 

The people of Caio murmured and 
looked at one another disconcerted. 

Then Howel went among them and 
whispered a few words. Cadell did not 
observe him ; he was intent on speaking 
once more. That he might be the better 
heard, he remounted his horse. 

'* Inhabitants of the sanctuary and of 
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the tribe of Caio," said he, in the same 
distinct and sharp tones as before, *' I 
have something further to add. Secundo : 
Inasmuch as the Archpriest Pabo hath 
manifestly perished by the interposition of 
Heaven, thus obviating his deposition as 
purposed, now his fatherliness, Bernard, 
Bishop of Menevia, is graciously pleased 
to nominate and present me, unworthy, to 
fill his room ; in token whereof, the Dean 
of Llandeilo accompanies, so as straight- 
way to induct me into all the offices, bene- 
fices, spirituals that were possessed by 
Pabo, the late Archpriest. Tertio : And 
inasmuch as the people of the territory and 
tribe of Caio did resist and mutinously 
assail the servants of the bishop, he im- 
poses on them a fine of a mark in silver 
per house, great and small, to be collected 
and paid within one month from this day, 
until which time his attendants now accom- 
panying me shall have free quarters and 
entertainment for themselves and their 
beasts among you." 

His words filled all with dismay. None 
answered. 

Then said Rogier laughingly, " T faith, 
while Providence punished the late Arch- 
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priest, it did not mightily favour the 
incomer, for it hath consumed his presby- 
tery." 

**The hall still standeth," said Cadell 
sternly. ** Are we to question the ways of 
Heaven ? " 

** Odds life," pursued Rogier mockingly, 
** who would ever have considered my 
brother a saint, and one to be sustained by 
miracles ; and he, but the other day, as 
great a Jew in grinding the peasants, and 
wringing the blood from their noses, as 
any son of Abraham. By the paunch of 
the Conqueror — and taking tithe and toll 
therefrom to his own benefit ! Well ! If 
Heaven be not nice in whom it proclaims 
as saints, there is good hope for such as 



me. 



Somewhat later, the new Archpriest 
indited the following letter to his ecclesias- 
tical superior : — 

** Cadell, Archpriest of Caio, to Bernard, 
Lord Bishop of St. David's, sendeth humbly 
greeting, with much filial affection. 

'' This is to inform your fatherliness that 
it has pleasured Heaven — which is won- 
drous in the saints — to vindicate thy 
sanctity in a very special and marvellous 
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manner. It is now many hundred years 
ago since David, the holy, founded the 
bishopric of Menevia, and primacy over 
all Cambria ; and it is said he was thereto 
ordained and appointed by the Patriarch 
of Jerusalem. Now it is a notable fact 
that there was a certain Boia, a chief of 
the land, who mightily opposed him. Then 
fell fire from Heaven in the night, and 
consumed Boia and his wife and all that 
he had, in witness thereto remaineth the 
Cleggyr Voia, his ruined and burnt castle, 
unto this day. Since then many have 
been the bishops who have sat in the seat 
of David, and many also have been those 
who have opposed them. The Northmen 
have slain some, and have expelled others, 
yet did not Heaven interfere in their 
behalf. Nevertheless, no sooner art thou, 
Bernard, appointed and consecrated to 
this See, than have thy right and thy holi- 
ness been vindicated miraculously in the 
sight of all. For the Archpriest and chief 
Pabo did oppose thee even as did Boia 
oppose David. And each was smitten in 
the same way. Manifestly in the sight of 
all men, fire fell from Heaven and con- 
sumed him who sacrilegiously lifted his 
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hand against thee, him and all his house, 
whereof we are witnesses — to wit, thy 
brother Rogier, the Dean of Llandeilo, 
and all thy servants and the people of 
Caio, as well as my unworthy self, thy 
servant, who beheld him — the transgressor 
— burned as a charred log, blasted by 
Heaven. And forasmuch as he perished 
by the judgment of God, I have bidden 
give to him but the burial of an ass. 

" Be this known unto all men, and it 
will mightily extend the fear of thee, and 
dissuade men from temerariously resisting 
thy just authority, whether in the diocese 
or throughout Wales." 

When the chaplain had written this, as 
he sealed it, he said to Rogier, ** It is so 
wonderful, he will hardly credit it." 

*' My good Cadell," replied the Norman 
adventurer, ** I know my brother better 
even than do you. He is so inordinately 
vain that he would believe if you told him 
that the sun and moon had bowed down 
to worship him. But I — whether I believe 
this, that is another matter." 

** But I believe it — that I solemnly 
affirm," said Cadell. ** And, further, do 
you not recollect that his fatherliness the 
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bishop did threaten as much, when he was 
here, and the Archpriest withstood him? 
*Can I not send lightning to consume 
thee?' was what he said, and lo! it has 
fallen even as he menaced." 



-V 



CHAPTER XII 



GORONWY 
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TH E Blessed Valley, which for rffejirly 
five hundred years had enjoyecf tjie 
*' Peace of Dewi," which had remainfe^ 
untroubled in the midst of the most violent "^^t- ^ 
commotions, was now a prey to the 
spoiler. 

Throughout the whole basin all was 
trouble. The armed men, servants of the 
bishop, for the most part Normans aijd 
Englishmen, but some Welshmen who 
had taken service under the oppressors of 
their countrymen, were dispersed through 
the district. 

Ostensibly they were engaged in num- 
bering the hearths, for the exaction of the 
fine, but with this they did not content 
themselves. They entered every house, 
and conducted themselves therein as 
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masters, aware that they were not likely 
to be called to order for the grossest 
outrages by either Rogier or -^y the 
bishop. 

They demanded food and drink, they 
ransacked the habitations and plundered 
them. They wasted what they could not 
consume, and destroyed what they did not 
take. The men they treated with con- 
tumely and the women with insult. 

A farmer who had a hafod, a summer 
byre, as well as a hendre, a winter resi- 
dence, must pay for both. The poorest 
squatter would be forced to contribute as 
well as the wealthiest proprietor. **A 
mark of silver for a house," said Rogier ; 
** settle it among you how the money is 
to be extracted. The rich will pay for the 
poor. In a fortnight we shall have every 
hearth registered." 

One wretched man, whose hovel had 
been broken into, set fire to it. **This," 
said he, ** shall not be counted. I have 
no house now, no roof, no hearth. There- 
fore it shall not be reckoned in." 

"It was recorded before you set it in 
flames," was the answer. ** It pays all the 
same," 
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A father attempting to defend his 
daughter against one of the dissolute 
soldiers received a blow on his head 
which cut it open and cast him senseless 
on the ground. He lay in a precarious 
condition ; and the girl had been carried 
off. 

A lone woman, aged, poor, a widow 
dependent on the charity of the neigh- 
bours, through their dispersion, or thrgugh 
forgetful ness, had died in solitude, by 
starvation. 

Several well-to-do men, landowners, in 

, attempting to resist the plunderers, had 

been unmercifully beaten. 

, It was an open secret that Rogier was 

seeking in all directions for the beautiful 
Morwen ; but Tall Howell had the cun- 
ning to evade his search, by moving her 
about from house to house. 

On Sunday, with the exception of some 
of the soldiers, hardly any natives appeared 
in the church. The few who did show 
were some old women. It transpired that 
the inhabitants of the Caio district had 

^ gone for their religious duties to some of 

\ the chapels, of which there were at least 

six, scattered over the territory of the 
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tribe, where they had been ministered to 
by the assistant clergy. 

When this came to Cadell's ears, he 
had his horse saddled, and attended by 
some of the men-at-arms, rode to the 
residences of these vicars, dismissed them 
from their offices, and had them removed 
by the bishop's retainers and thrust over 
the borders, with a threat of imprison- 
ment should they return. 

On the following Sunday the church 
of Cynwyl was as deserted as before. 
** He has deprived us of our pastors,** 
said the people, **he cannot rob us of 
our God." 

Then as Cadell learned that they had 
assembled in the chapels, and had united 
in prayer under the conduct of one of the 
elders, he rode round again, and had the 
roofs of these chapels removed. 

*' This is better," said the people. 
** There is naught now betwixt us and 
God. He will hear us the readier." 

The day arrived for the benediction of 
the waters of the Annell. Then it trans- 
pired that the rod of Cynwyl had been 
abstracted from the church. In a rage, 
Cadell sent for the hereditary custodian. 
10 
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Morgan appeared with imperturbable 
face. "Ah!" said he, "this comes of 
having here such godless rascals as you 
have, foreigners who respect nothing 
human or divine. You brought forth 
the staff to lay it on the body — and this 
before all eyes. These rapacious men 
saw that there was gold on the case, and 
that stones of price were encrusted therein. 
Had they stolen the ewe and left the 
wooden staff, it would not have mattered 
greatly. But what to them are the merits 
of one of our great saints ? They regard 
them not." 

Rogier now considered that it were well 
to hasten matters to a conclusion. He 
accordingly sent round messengers to 
every principal farmhouse to summon a 
meeting of the elders in the council-house, 
that he might know whether they were 
ready with the fine, and what measures 
they had taken to raise it. 

Cadell was dissatisfied and uneasy. He 
sat ruminating over the fire. The hall 
that had escaped being burnt had been 
accommodated for his occupation without 
much difficulty, as such articles as were 
needed to furnish it were requisitioned 
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without scruple from the householders of 
Caio. 

But Cadell was discontented. In a few 
days the bishops servants, who had 
brought him to the place and had seen 
him there installed, would be withdrawn. 
Then he would be left alone in the midst 
of a hostile and incensed population. 
Although they might not overtly resist 
him, they would^'be able in a thousand 
ways to make his residence among them 
unendurable. He might wring from them 
their ecclesiastical dues, but would be 
unable to compel those many services, 
small in themselves, which go to make 
life tolerable. He had already encountered 
reluctance to furnish him with fuel, to 
supply him with meal and with milk, to 
fetch and to carry, to cook and to scour. 
To get nothing done save by the exercise 
of threats was unpleasant when he was 
able to call to his aid the military force 
placed at his disposal ; when, however, 
that force was withdrawn, the situation 
would be intolerable. 

If there had been a party, however 
small, in the place that favoured the 
English, he would have been content ; 
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but to be the sole representative of the 
foreign tyranny, political as well as eccle- 
siastical, under which the people writhed 
— that was beyond his strength. And the 
situation was aggravated by the fact that 
he was himself a Welshman, and was 
therefore regarded with double measure of 
animosity as a renegade. 

He was uneasy, as well, on another 
head. Rogier had let drop a hint that his 
brother intended to reduce the Archpriest- 
hood of Caio to a mere vicariate on small 
tithe, and to appropriate to himself the 
great tithe with the object of eventually 
endowing therewith a monastery in the 
basin of the Cothi, probably by the tarns 
at the southern end. **We shall never 
crush the spirit out of this people," said 
Rogier, "unless we plant a castle on Pen- 
y-ddinas, or squat an abbey by those 
natural fishponds at Talley." 

If this were done, then he, Cadell, would 
have been inadequately repaid for the 
vexations and discomforts he would be 
forced to endure. The troop sent with 
him, Cadell could not but see, had done 
their utmost to roughen his path. They had 
exasperated the people beyond endurance. 
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As he sat thus musing a .young man 
entered cautiously, looked around, and 
sidled towards him. He was deformed. 

The chaplain looked up and asked what 
he required. 

** I have come for a talk," said the 
visitor. **May I sit? I know this hall 
well ; it belonged to my father. I am 
Goronwy, son of the former Archpriest 
Ewan, or John, as you please to call 
him." 

Cadell signed to a seat. He was not 
ill-pleased at a distraction from his un- 
pleasant thoughts, and he was not a little 
gratified to find a man of the place 
ready to approach him without apparent 
animosity or suspicion. 

" You do not appear to me to have a 
pleasant place," pursued Goronwy. ** I 
saw a beetle once enter a hive. The bees 
fell on him, and in spite of his harness, 
stung him to death, and after that built a 
cairn of wax over him. There he lay all 
the summer, and every bee that entered 
or left the hive trampled on the mound of 
wax that covered their enemy." 

*' Their stings shall be plucked out," 
said Cadell. 
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"Aye, but you cannot force them to 
furnish you with honey, nor prevent them 
from entombing you in wax. They will 
do it — imperceptibly, and tread you under 
foot at the last." 

Cadell said nothing to this ; he muttered 
angrily and contemptuously, and drew 
back from the fire to look at his 
visitor. 

A lad with a long face, keen, beady 
eyes, restless and cunning,, long arms, 
and large white hands. His body was 
mis-shapen and short, but his limbs dis- 
proportionately long. 

** I should have been Archpriest here," 
pursued he ; ** but because I am not 
straight as a wand, they rejected me. In 
your Latin Church, are they as particular 
on this point ? " 

**We can dispense with most rules — if 
there be good reason for it." 

** Do you think, in the event of your 
getting tired of being here, among those 
who do not love you, that _you could make 
room for me.'^" 7 - 

** For you ! " Cadell stared. 

** Aye ! I ought to have been chief here, 
only they passed me over for Pabo. I 
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have a hereditary right to be both chief 
and priest in Caio." 

Then Cadell laughed. 

**You are a misshapen fool," he said ; 
**dost think that Bishop Bernard would 
give thee such a place as this — to foment 
rebellion against him ? " 

** He might give it to me, if I undertook 
to do him a great service, and to bring the 
place under his feet." 

"What service could such as you 
render ? " 

** Would not that be a service to bring 
all Caio into subjection? See! I doubt 
not that a good fat prebend would be 
more to your liking than this lost valley 
among the mountains, traversed by the 
Sarn Helen alone, which was a road 
frequented once when the Romans were ^ 
here, and the gold-mines were worked, 
and Loventum was a city. But now — it 
is naught. Few use it." 

Cadell mused on this astonishing 
proposal. 

It was quite true. He would rather 
far be a canon at St. David's, with 
nothing to do, than be stationed here in 
this lonely nook surrounded by enemies. 
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Caio, however, with Llansawel and Pump- 
saint, its daughter benefices, was a rich 
holding, and not to be sacrificed except 
for something better. Yet he feared the 
intentions of Bernard with regard to it. 

*'You see," continued Goronwy, **that 
the people are so maddened at what has 
been done and so bitterly opposed to you 
that were I appointed in your room " 

** But you are not a priest." 

** Was not Bernard pitchforked into the 
priesthood and episcopate in one day? 
Could not something of the sort be done 
with me ? " 

Again Cadell was silent. 

Goronwy suffered him to brood over the 
proposal. 

** If you were to leave for something 
better they would hail me as one of them- 
selves, and their rightful chief. And I 
would repay the bishop and you for 
doing it." 

Still Cadell did not speak. 

Then Goronwy drew nearer to him. 
His small eyes contracted and his thin 
lips became pointed as he said, '' Pabo 
is not dead." 

Cadell started. 
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** Dead ! I know he is dead ! I saw 
his body ! " 

Goronwy broke into a mocking laugh. 

** I saw him — charred ; and I had him 
buried under a dungheap outside the 
church garth, as befitted one struck down 
by the judgment of Heaven/' 

** Pabo is not dead,'* repeated Goronwy 
jeeringly. 

** He is dead. It was a manifest 
miracle. I have told the bishop of it. 
It would spoil everything if, after I had 
announced it, he were found not to be 
dead." 

**Yes," said the young man, rubbing 
his large hands together, **it would spoil 
everything." 

Then seized by a sudden terror, Cadell 
exclaimed, ** It was threatened — the staff 
of Cynwyl would raise the dead. It has 
done it before." 

** Oh ! the staff of Cynwyl had naught 
to do with it." 

'' Merciful heavens, angels and saints 
protect me ! If that burned lump is raised, 
and walks, and were to come here, and — 

come to me when in bed !" In the 

horror of the thought, Cadell was unable 
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to conclude the sentence. But he broke 
forth : '' It is not so. If he be alive, he 
is no longer under the dungheap where he 
was laid. I will go see." 

" Go, by all means," said Goronwy, and 
laughed immoderately. 

**Tell me more. You know more." 

" Nay, go and see. I will tell nothing 
further till I have a written and sealed 
promise from the bishop that he will 
appoint me Archpriest of Caio." 

Cadell ran from the hall. Filled with 
terror, he got together some of the men 
of the bishop, and they searched where the 
burnt body had been laid. It was not there. 

Back to the hall came the chaplain. 
Goronwy still sat over the fire warming 
and then folding and unfolding his hands. 
'* He is gone. He is not where we buried 
him," gasped Cadell. 

** Oh, he is gone ! I told you Pabo was 
alive. He is walking to and fro — when 
the moon shines you may see him. When 
it is dark he will come on you unawares, 
from behind, and seize you." 

Cadell cowered in alarm. " I would to 
Heaven I were out of this place ! " he 
gasped. 
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** Now, mark you/' said Goronwy. 
** Get the promise of this Archpriesthood 
for me, and I will deliver Pabo, risen 
from the dead, into your hands, and, if 
he desire it also, Morwen into the arms 
of Rogier." 



CHAPTER XIII 

IT MUST BE MAINTAINED 

ROGIER broke into a roar of laughter 
when Cadell, with white face and in 
an agitated voice, told him that Pabo was 
not dead. 

" *Sdeath ! ** he exclaimed. '' I never 
quite believed that he was." 

*'Not that he was dead.*^" cried the 
chaplain. '* Did you ever see a man 
burnt as black as a coal and live after 
it?" 

" That was not he. I doubted it then." 

** It must have been he. He was 
buried as a dog in a dungheap, and " — 
Cadell lowered his voice — **he is no 
longer there." 

** Because these fellows here have re- 
moved the body and laid it in consecrated 

ground. It was a trick played on us, 
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clever in its way, though I was not wholly 
convinced. Now I shall let them under- 
stand what it is to play jokes with me. I 
can joke as well." 
^ ** But what do you mean, Rogier ? " 

**That these Welsh rogues have en- 
deavoured to make us believe that the 
old Archpriest is dead, so that our ven- 
geance might be disarmed and he allowed 
to escape. He is in hiding somewhere. 
Where is that fellow who informed you ? " 

** Nothing further is to be got out of 
him." 

**We shall see." 

** I pray you desist. He may be useful 
to us ; but it must not be suspected that 
he is in treaty with us." 

'* There is some reason in this. I shall 
find out without his aid." 

'' Do nothing till I have seen the bishop. 
He will be very distressed — angry. For 
I assured him that a miracle had been 
wrought. It was such an important 
miracle. It showed to all that Heaven 
was on our side." 

Rogier laughed. 

**We can cut and carve for ourselves 
without the help of miracles," said he. 



>■?■. 



142 PABO THE PRIEST 

** I shall go at once," said Cadell ; *'the 
bishop must be communicated with im- 
mediately — and his pleasure known." 

Bernard of St. David's was at his castle 
of Llawhaden, near Narberth. He was 
there near his Norman friends and sup- 
porters. He had no relish for banishment 
to the bare and remote corner of Pem- 
brokeshire -stretching as a hand into the 
sea, as though an appeal from Wales to 
Ireland for assistance. Moreover, Bernard 
was by no means assured that his presence 
where was the throne would be acceptable, 
and that it might not provoke some second 
popular commotion which would cost him 
a further loss of teeth. Llawhaden lay in 
a district well occupied by Norman soldiers 
and Flemish settlers. The residence there 
was commodious in a well-wooded and 
fertile district. The castle was strong, 
secure against surprises, built by architect 
and masons imported from Normandy, as 
were all those constructed by the con- 
querors throughout the South of Wales. 

In Llawhaden Bernard lived like a tem- 
poral baron, surrounded by fighting men, 
and never going abroad without his 
military retinue. It was said that he ever 
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wore a fine steel-chain coat of mail under 
his woollen ecclesiastical habit. In his 
kitchen, as about his person, no native 
was suffered to serve, so suspicious was 
he lest an attempt should be made on his 
life, by poison or by dagger. 

Happily, he was not required to perform 
any ecclesiastical functions, for he was 
profoundly ignorant of these ; and the 
situation was such that he was not re- 
quired to ordain clergy or consecrate 
churches. Clergy were not lacking. The 
ne er-do-weels of England, men who were 
for their immorality or crimes forced to 
leave their cures, hasted to Wales, where 
they readily found preferment, as the great 
object was to dispossess the natives of 
their land and of their churches. 

** So you are here," said the bishop. 
He spoke with inconvenience, as one 
front tooth had been knocked out and 
another broken. Unless he drew down 
his upper lip, his words issued from his 
mouth indistinctly, accompanied by a dis- 
agreeable hiss. ** Hah ! — have the bump- 
kins paid up so readily that you are here 
with the money ? How many marks have 
they had to disgorge ? " 
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*'Your fatherliness," said the chaplain, 
*' I have brought nothing with me save 
unsatisfactory tidings." 

" What ! They will not pay ? " 
'* They can be made to find the silver," 
said Cadell ; **of that I do not doubt. 
For centuries these men of Caio have 
prospered and have hoarded. Other lands 
have been wasted, not theirs ; other stores 
pillaged, theirs have been untouched." 

** It is well. They will bear further 
squeezing. But what ails thee.'^ Thou 
lookest as though thou hadst bitten into 
a crab-apple." 

** I have come touching the miracle." 
** Ah ! to be sure — the miracle. I have 
sent despatches containing complete ac- 
counts thereof to his Majesty King Henry, 
and to my late gracious mistress, the 
Queen. The Archbishop of Canterbury, 
who consecrated me at Westminster, 
looked as sour as do you. He would 
fain have had the consent of the Pope, 
as father of Christendom, but the King 
would brook no delay, and the Archbishop 
was not so stubborn as to hold out — glad 
in this, to get a bishop of St. David s to 
swear submission to the stool of Augustine. 
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I have sent him as well a narrative of the 
miracle ; it will salve his conscience to see 
that Heaven is manifestly with me. More- 
over, I have had my crow over Urban of 
Llandaff. He has not a miracle to boast 
of to bolster up his authority." 

" My gracious master and lord, I grieve 
to have to assure you that there has been 
some mistake in the matter for which I am 
in no way blameworthy." 

** How a mistake.'^" asked Bernard 
testily. 

** There has been no miracle." 

** No miracle! But there has. I have 
it in your own handwriting." 

** I wrote under a misapprehension." 

** Misapprehension, you Welsh hound! 
You misapprehend your man, if you think 
I will allow you to retract in this matter." 

" I really do not know what to say, for 
I do not know what to think about the 
circumstance. It is, I fear, certain that 
Pabo lives." 

" Pabo lives ! Why you saw him burnt 
to a coal ! I have your written testimony. 
You invoked the witness of the Dean of 
Llandeilo, and he has formally corrobo- 
rated it. I have it under his hand. You 
II 
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declared that there were hundreds who 
could bear testimony to the same." 

'' Lord Bishop, I cannot now say what 
is the truth. It is certain that your 
brother and we all were shown the charred 
relics of a man, whom the inhabitants of 
Caio were proceeding to inter with the 
rites of religion, as their late Archpriest. 
When I learned that he had died by fire, 
by the judgment of God, then I stayed 
the ceremony, and bade that his body 
should be laid under a dungheap." 

** You did well. It is there still ? " 

** It is not, my Lord Bishop." 

** Do you mean to declare that he is 
risen from his grave ? " 

**Your brother is of opinion that we 
have been deceived by the tribesmen of 
Caio, so as to make us suppose that this 
their Archpriest and chief was dead, and 
that he is now in concealment somewhere. 
He further saith that the people have 
secretly removed the dead man from the 
place where cast, and have lain him in 
the churchyard." 

** But — who can he have been ? " 

'' I know not." 

** And I care not," said the bishop. 
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'' Pabo was struck by fire from heaven, 
because he opposed me. Why, when 
Ahaziah sent captains of fifty with their 
fifties against the prophet Elijah, did not 
lightning fall and consume them and their 
fifties twice ? Is a ragged old prophet 
under the law of Moses to be served 
better than me, a high prelate under the 
Gospel? I see but too plainly, Cadell, 
you, being a Welshman, would rob me 
of the glory that appertains to me. What 
grounds have you for this preposterous 
assertion ? " 

** There is a young man, the son of a 
former Archpriest, who has been slighted 
and overpassed, and has harboured resent- 
ment against Pabo. He came to me 
secretly and told me that we had been 
deceived — they used subtlety so as to be 
able the more effectually to conceal their 
chief from your just resentment." 

** I do not believe a word of it. I have 
written and sent certified testimonies that 
Pabo was burned by fire from heaven. 
Where is this alleged Pabo ? " 

** I know not. The young man I speak 
of is ready to assist us to secure him." 

** I do not want him. I want and will 
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have my miracle. Did you not hear me ? 
When I visited Caio, I said to Pabo that 
I would call down fire from heaven upon 
his head. I take you to witness that you 
heard me." 

**But what, my dear master and lord, 
if he were to appear, and all men were to 
discover that there had been no miracle ? " 

** I will have my miracle," persisted 
Bernard, in petulent tones. *' I have gone 
too far with it to retract. Odds life ! I 
should become a laughing-stock all through 
Wales ; and I know well the humour of 
his Majesty. Over his cups he would tell 
the tale and burst his sides with laughing ; 
and he would cast it in the teeth of my 
gracious mistress, the Queen. I have 
gone too far — I will have my miracle. If 
there be a man who is going about calling 
himself Pabo the Archpriest, let him be 
arrested as an impostor." 

** There will be talk concerning it." 

** There must 'be no noise. By the 
Seven Sleepers of Ephesus, we must hush 
it up! As a minister of the Truth, a 
prelate of the Church, it is my sovereign 
duty to put down all imposition. Go 
now ! I will even send a letter to Gerald 
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of Windsor, who is at his castle of Carreg 
Cennen, in a retired vale away from every 
road, and from most habitations. I will 
bid him receive this false Pabo, and take 
such measures that the wretched impostor 
trouble us no more. As to my brother, 
bid him, if he lay hand on this dissembler 
and deceiver of men, this lying rogue, 
contrive to get him away unnoticed, and 
with no noise, out of Caio, where he may 
be observed, and to send him under escort 
and by night to Gerald at Carreg Cennen." 

*' It shall be so. And — with regard to 
the young man of whom I spake ? " 

** That young man is a pest. Why 
should he have disturbed us with his 
suggestions ? " 

** I venture to remind your fatherliness 
that he has but allowed us to see what 
is at work behind our backs. He tells us 
what is known to all men in Caio. Pabo 
might come forward at any time and show 
that he is alive." 

'* That is true. What further about this 
young man ? " 

** He offers to be the means of putting 
Pabo in our power." 

** And his price ? " 
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**In the event of your fatherliness trans- 
ferring me to some other place of useful- 
ness, such as a canonry at St. David's, 
he protests that were he named to the 
Archpriesthood he would in all way sub- 
serve your interests. As he belongs to 
the chieftain's family, he would be well 
received by the people, and their suspicions 
disarmed." 

** Well, well, promise him anything — 
everything. I shall not be bound to per- 
formance. But hark you. Master Cadell ! 
If this miracle be a little breathed upon, 
then you must contrive me another that 
cannot be upset by scoffers. Find me a 
paralytic or a blind person whom I may 
recover. That would go mightily to con- 
firm the miracle of the burning of Pabo. 
And bid my brother act warily and pro- 
ceed secretly, require him to treat this 
dissembler as what he is — a personator of 
a man who is on sure warrant dead, slain 
by the judgment of God." 

** I would fain have it under your hand 
and seal," said Cadell. **Your brother 
Rogier acts after his own. will, and is not 
amenable to my advice." 

**You shall have it — also a letter to 
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Gerald of Windsor. Get you away now. 
The epistles shall be ready by night, and 
you shall ride at cockcrow. And, mind 
yoii this. Master Cadell, if you lust after 
a caKonry, provide me a new miracle. As 
to th^t already wrought, at all hazards it 
must be maintained. Not on my account. 
I am a poor worm, a nothing! But for 
policy, for the good of the Cause ; lest 
these Welsh should come to crow over 
us." 



CHAPTER XIV 

THE FALL OF THE LOT 

TH E elders of the Caio tribe assembled 
as enjoined. Some few were not 
present, risking the anger of Rogier rather 
than appear before him. But the majority- 
conceived it advisable to attend ; and, in 
fact, a gathering of the notables was neces- 
sary for the apportionment of the fine that 
had to be raised. Although a mark in 
silver was what had to be exacted from 
each house, yet, as the majority of the 
inhabitants were too poor to pay such a 
sum, the richer would have to supplement 
the deficiency. The fine was imposed on 
the district as a whole. The amount was 
calculated by the hearths, but each house- 
holder was not expected to pay the same 
fixed sum. 

This was well understood, and the ad- 
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justment of the burden had to be con- 
sidered in common. There was, so it was 
generally supposed, no exceptional cause 
for further uneasiness. The tax must be 
raised, and when the silver had been 
paid, then the valley would be rid of its 
intruders— ^with the exception of the rene- 
gade Cadell, forced on the tribe as its 
ecclesiastical chief. That Rogier had any 
fresh cause of complaint against the inhabi- 
tants was not suspected. 

They assembled accordingly, and en- 
tered the council-hall. 

It was not till all were within that the 
young men and women without were filled 
with alarm and suspicion by seeing the 
men-at-arms slowly, and in orderly fashion, 
close in and completely surround the 
edifice, and a strong detachment occupy 
the door. 

Rogier had remained outside, and gave 
directions. Presently he stepped within, 
attended by two men, one of whom served 
as his interpreter. 

The sun was shining, and it had painted 
a circle on the floor through the opening 
in the gable. 

Then the Norman took his sword, and 
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drew a line in the dust with it from the 
president's seat to the doorway. 

** I give ye/' said he, " till the sun hath 
crossed this line, wherein to discuss and 
arrange as to the payment of the fine. 
Till then — no one leaves the hall. After 
that — I have a further communication to 
make." 

The men looked in one another's faces 
and wondered what this meant. A fresh 
impost ? They were not aware that 
occasion had been given for this ; but who 
could be sure with one so rapacious as 
Rogier ! It was the case of the Wolf and 
the Lamb in the fable. 

The Norman now left the court-house 
and sauntered about outside, speaking to 
his men, looking pryingly among those of 
the natives who, in an anxious, timorous 
crowd, remained in every avenue between 
the houses, ready at a threat to escape. 

After the lapse of approximately an hour 
the Norman re-entered the hall and walked 
directly to the principal seat to take it. 

Then up started an aged man, and with 
vehement gesticulations and in words of 
excitement addressed him : ** That seat is 
taken by none — save of the race of 
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Cunedda. It belongs to our chief, who 
is of the blood royal. None other may 
occupy it." 

** I take it by the right of the sword," 
answered Rogier. ** And let me see the 
man who will turn me out of it. I take it 
as deputy for my brother, the bishop." 

He laughed contemptuously, and let 
himself down on the chair. 

** Well," said he, looking round, *^ have 
you settled among yourselves as to the 
contribution ? The round gold patch 
touches my line. I give you till it has 
passed across it to conclude that matter." 

Then Howel ap John stood up. 

** We have considered and apportioned 
the charges," he said, and his cunning eyes 
contracted. * * Amongst ourselves we have 
arranged what each is to pay. But, in- 
asmuch as we are nothing save tribesmen 
of our chief, and as the right over the land 
was at one time wholly his, but has since 
suffered curtailment, so that portions have 
become hereditary holdings of the chief 
men, yet as still the common lands, as well 
as the glebe and the domain, belong to the 
chief, it has seemed reasonable and just 
that he should bear one-third of the fine, 
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and that this shall be levied on his land 
and homesteads, and two-thirds upon us." 

When this was translated to Rogier, he 
laughed aloud. 

** I see," said he, ** the holder of the 
benefice is to bear a third. What will 
Cadell say to that ? " 

** It is a decision according to equity," 
said Howel. 

** I care not. Cadell is not here to pro- 
tect himself. So long as I have the silver 
to hand to the bishop, it is indifferent to 
me whether you bleed your own veins, or 
fleece your pastor. He has been put in a 
fat pasture by my brother ; it is right that 
he pay for it." 

** In two days the silver shall be brought 
here and weighed out." 

" It is well." Rogier looked at the sun- 
patch. ** That is concluded ; now tarry 
till the sun traverses the line. Then we 
will broach other business." 

All sat now in silence, their eyes on the 
soil, watching the patch of light as it 
travelled. 

The men of Caio were aware that the 
doorway was guarded. But what was 
threatened they could not conjecture. 
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They had endured intolerable provocations 
without resistance. They were anxious at 
heart ; their breasts contracted at the dread 
of fresh exactions. Some looked at Rogier 
to endeavour to read his purpose in his 
face ; but his, as well as the countenances 
of his attendants, were expressionless. 

The sun-round passed on. Then a 
cloud obscured the light, a fine and fleecy 
cloud that would be gone shortly. 

All tarried in silence, breathless, fearing 
they knew not what — but expecting no 
good. 

Then the sun burst forth again, and 
the circle of fire appeared beyond the 
line. 

At once Rogier stood up. 

'' You men of Caio, you have thought to 
deal with a fool, and to deceive me by 
your craft. But I know what has been 
done, and will make you to understand on 
whom ye have practised your devices. 
Pabo, the chief and Archpriest, is not 
dead. It was not he who was consumed 
in the presbytery. Ye played a stage 
mystery before our eyes to make us 
believe that he was dead, and that you 
were burying him. Pabo is alive and is 
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among you, and you know where he is 
concealed." 

The interpreter was interrupted by out- 
cries of, ** We know not. If that were not 
he, we cannot say where he be. We found 
a man burned to a cinder. Were we in 
error in supposing him to be our chief .-^ 
Show us that it was so ! " 

Rogier remained unmoved by the 
clamour. 

** Ye are like a parcel of lying, quibbling 
women," he said. ** Pabo is in hiding. 
Ye are all leagued together to save him. 
But have him from his lurking-den I will." 

**We cannot say where he is. There 
is not one of us who knows." 

'* You will admit that he whom ye pre- 
tended to be Pabo was some other ? " 

They looked doubtfully at each other. 

**We could not tell. The dead man 
was found in the ruins of the burnt house. 
We thought it was Pabo." 

** Ye did not. Ye contrived the device 
between you." 

** We will swear that we know not where 
he is. Bring forth the staff of Cynwyl." 

'* The staff has been stolen. But I will 
not trust your oaths. Did not the wife 



THE FALL OF THE LOT 159 

of Pabo swear thereon ? " Then Rogier 
laughed. ** She was crafty as the rest of 
you, and deceived us in her oath. Nay, 
I will trust no oaths. I will place my 
reliance on something more secure. Hey ! 
bring forward my bassinet ! *' 

At his order, one of the attendants went 
to the door and received a steel cap from 
a soldier without. 

** In this bassinet," said Rogier, ** there 
are short willow twigs. There are more 
twigs than there are householders and 
notables here assembled. Of these twigs 
all but six are blank ; but on half a dozen 
a death's head has been scored, with a 
dagger-point, rubbed in with black. He 
who draws such a figured twig shall be 
hung on the gallows, where is suspended 
your church bell — one to-day, a second 
to-morrow. On Sunday, being a sacred 
day, none ; on Monday a third, on Tues 
day a fourth, on Wednesday a fifth, on 
Thursday the sixth. And on Friday ye 
shall all assemble here once more, and 
again draw the lots. I shall hang one of 
you every day till Pabo be delivered up to 
me, alive.*' 

Then there broke forth cries, protests, 
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entreaties ; there were hands stretched 
towards the window through which the 
sun entered, in oath that the whereabouts 
of Pabo was not known ; there were arms 
extended to Rogier in assurance that Pabo 
was actually dead. Some cried out that 
they had had no cognisance of any plot to 
deceive. Many folded their arms in sullen 
wrath or despair. 

Then Rogier lifted his sword and com- 
manded silence. ** No word spoken," said 
he, ** will move me from my purpose. 
One thing can alone rob the gallows ot 
its rich burden — the delivery of your late 
chief, Pabo." 

"We cannot do it. We know not 
where he is." 

** Then let justice take its course. This 
I will suffer : When each has drawn his 
lot from the cap, he shall bring it in his 
closed fist to me, and open it where I 
stand in the ray of sunlight. If he have 
an unmarked stick, he shall go forth by 
the door unmolested. But he who shall 
have the death's head in his hand shall 
tarry here. And when all six are selected, 
then will I suffer each in turn to be con- 
ducted to his home, there to bid farewell 
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to his family, and so to dispose of his 
wordly affairs as pleaseth him. I will 
allow each one hour to effect this ; then 
he will return hither. The first man who 
draws the bad lot shall be strung to the 
gallows to-day. If ye be wise men, he 
will be the only one who will go to make 
a chime of bells. If Pabo be delivered to 
me before noon to-morrow, then no second 
man shall hang. If he be given up on 
Monday before midday no third man shall 
swing. But — if ye remain obstinate, I will 
go on hanging you to the last man. 
Come, in your order, as ye sit ; draw to 
the bassinet and take out your lot. I lay 
the steel cap on what ye call the seat of 
your chief." 

Then the old man advanced, he who 
had protested against the occupation of 
the chair — and said, ** I am ready to die, 
whether in my bed or on the gibbet 
matters little to me. God grant that I 
be the man taken. My time at best is but 
short. Another year to me matters not a 
hair." 

He walked to the bassinet, without 
hesitation drew his lot, carried it to the 
Norman — who stood in the sun-ray — and 
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unclosed his withered hand. In it was an 
unmarked stick. 

** Pass forth," said Rogier. 

** Nay," said the old man. " My son 
comes after me — let him draw." 

A tall, well-built man walked boldly to 
the cap, drew, and approached the sun- 
beam. 

** Open ! " ordered Rogier. 

He held a marked stick. 

** On one side — food for the crows," said 
the Norman. 

Then the old man fell on his knees. 
** I beseech you take me and spare him. 
He has a young wife and a child. He 
has life before him, mine is all behind." 

**Away," ordered Rogier. "The lot 
decides — the judgment is with Heaven, 
not with me." 

** Father," said the young man, ** I am 
willing to die for my chief." 

Then followed several who went free, 
and escaped into the open air, where they 
drew long breaths, as though their lungs 
had been cramped within. 

The next who drew the death's head 
was a mean little man with pointed, foxy 
face and red hair. He fell into convuU 
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sions of terror, clung to Rogier, implored 
for life, promised to betray whatever he 
knew — only, unhappily, he did not know 
where Pabo was concealed, but undertook, 
if pardoned, to find out. The bishop's 
brother spurned him away with disgust. 
Then came three with blanks and were 
sent outside. 

The third taken was Howel. 

** One can but die once," said he, and 
shrugged his shoulders. ** My old woman 
will have to look out for a second husband. 
May he be better than the first." 

He stepped aside without the exhibition 
of much feeling, but avoided the whimper- 
ing wretch who had drawn the death s 
head before him. 

** Hah ! " said lorwerth the Smith, as he 
opened his palm and disclosed the marked 
twig, ** I thought something would fall to 
me for striking that blow which disabled 
the Captain's arm. Would to heaven I 
had aimed better and broken his skull ! 
He did not know me, or I should have 
been hung before this." Singularly enough, 
the very next to draw was also one who 
drew an unlucky stick, and this was 
Morgan the Sacristan. 
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** Since the Sanctuary of David has been 
invaded, and the wild beast of the field 
tramples on the vineyard, I care not ; and 
now the secret of where is hid the rod of 
Cynwyl will perish with me." 

Next came a whole batch who drew 
blanks, and gladly escaped with their 
necks. 

The last to draw the death's head looked 
steadily at it, and said, '* I dreamed last 
night that I came in for a large fortune. 
I have been elate all day. A fool is he 
who places faith in dreams." 
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CHAPTER XV 



TWO PEBBLES 



TIDINGS of the blow to be struck, 
reaching the hearts of many families 
— six only at first, but with prospect of 
more afterwards — had spread through the 
tribal region. Those who had drawn the 
unmarked sticks hurried to their homes, 
not tarrying to learn who were all the un- 
fortunates ; and although relieved for the 
present, were in fear lest they should be 
unfortunate at a subsequent drawing. 

All knew that Pabo was in concealment, 
and that his place of concealment was 
known to none, not even to his wife or to 
Howel. They had not a clue as to where 
he was. Some supposed that he had fled 
to the mountains of Brecknock, others to 
Cardigan ; some, again, that he had 
attached himself to Griffith ap Rhys, who 
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was traversing South Wales, stirring up 
disaffection and preparing for a general 
rising of the Welsh against their op- 
pressors. 

Yet hardly half a dozen men desired 
that he should be taken, and thus free 
themselves from death. The great and 
heroic virtue of the Celt lies in his 
devotion to his chief, for whom he is ready 
at once to lay down his life. 

The hideous prospect that lay before 
the unfortunate people of Caio was one of 
illimited decimation. Would Rogier weary 
of his barbarous work ? Would it avail 
to send a deputation to the bishop.'^ It 
was doubtful whether the latter was not as 
hard of heart as his lay brother. 

Gwen, the wife of Howel, was as one 
stunned. She leaned with both hands 
against the wall of her house, her head 
drooping between them, with dry, glazed 
eyes, and for long speechless. 

Morwen was now in Howel's house. 
She had returned to it. 

She was pale, and quivering with 
emotion under the weight of great horror, 
unable to speak. 

Her eyes were fixed on the despairing 
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woman, from whose lips issued a low 
moan, and whose bosom heaved with long- 
drawn, laborious breaths. Morwen was 
well aware what sacrifices the tribe was 
making and would have to make for her 
husband's safety, and this gave inexpres- 
sible pain to her. 

The moans of the poor woman cut her 
to the heart. At length, unable to endure 
it longer, she went to her, put her arms 
round her, and drew her to herself. Then, 
all at once, with a cry, the wife of Howel 
shook herself free, and found words — 

" Monday ! It is on Monday that he 
must die, and that is our thirtieth wedding- 
day! For all these years we have been 
together, as one soul, and it will tear the 
heart out of my body — and to be hung on 
the gallows — the shame, the loss — and 
Howel so clever, so shrewd ! Where has 
been his wit that he could not get free ? 
He always had a cunning above other 
men. And on our wedding-day ! " She 
ran to a coffer and opened it, and drew 
forth a knitted garment, such as we should 
nowadays call a jersey. 

" See, see ! '* cried the wretched woman. 
'* I have been fashioning this ; a thought 
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of him is knitted into every loop I have 
made, and I have kissed it — kissed it a 
thousand times because it was for him. 
He feels the cold in the long winters, and 
I made this for him that he might be 
warm, and wherever he was, remember me 
and bear my kisses and my finger-work 
about him. And he must die, and shiver, 
and be cold in the grave! Nay, shiver 
and be cold hanging on the gallows, as 
the icy winds sway him. He shall wear 
my knitted garment. They will let me 
pass to him, and I will draw it over him." 

Then in at the door came the old man 
who had been left when his son was 
taken. He was supporting that son's wife, 
and at the same time was carrying her 
child, which she was incapable of sustain- 
ing. She was frantic with grief. 

" I have brought one sorrowful woman 
to another," said the old man. ** This is 
Sheena. She must not see it. They are 

taking my son now to Keep her here,. 

she is mad. She will run there, and if 
she sees, she will die. For the child's 
sake, pity her, make her live — calm her." 

She had been allowed an hour with her 
husband in their house, and then the 
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soldiers had led him away, bound his 
hands behind his back, and had conducted 
him towards the church. 

She had followed with the child, crying, 
plucking at her hair with the one free 
hand, thrusting from her the old man who 
would hold her back, striving to reach, to 
retain her husband, her eyes blinded with 
terror and tears, her limbs giving way 
under her. 

The five men confined within the court- 
house heard her piercing cries, her en- 
treaties to be allowed once more to kiss 
her husband, her screams as she was 
repulsed by the guards. They shuddered, 
and put their hands to their ears ; but 
one, the fox-faced man, whose name was 
Madoc, burst into a torrent of curses and 
blasphemy till Morgan the Sacristan went 
to him in reproof, and then the wretched 
man turned on him with imprecations. 

** Come now, man," said the smith, " why 
shouldst thou take on so frantically ? We 
leave wives that we love and that love us ; 
but thy old cat, good faith ! I should esteem 
it a welcome release to be freed from her 
tongue and nails." 

On nearing the gallows, where stood 
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Rogier, that captain ordered the removal 
of Sheena; and when she saw a ladder 
set up against the crosspiece that sustained 
the bell, her cries ceased, she reeled, and 
would have let the child drop had not her 
father-in-law caught it from her. 

** One kiss — one last kiss ! I have forgot 
something to say — let him bless his child ! " 
she entreated. 

Rogier hesitated and consented, on the 
condition that she should then be at once 
removed. Thereupon the desolate woman 
staggered to the foot of the gallows, threw 
her arms round her husband's neck ; and 
the man who acted as executioner relaxed 
the rope that bound his wrists, that he 
might bring his hands before him and lay 
them on his infant's head. Then the 
death-doomed man raised his eyes to 
heaven and said, ** The benediction and 
the strength of God and the help of our 
fathers David and Cynwyl be with thee, 
my son, and when thou art a man revenge 
thy father and thy wronged country." 

At once the cord was drawn again, and 
his hands rebound. The old man took 
his daughter-in-law in one arm whilst 
bearing the babe in the other, and seeing 
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that consciousness was deserting Sheena, 
hurried her to the house of Howel. There, 
after a moment of dazed looking about 
her, she sank senseless on the floor. 

Morwen flew to her assistance, and 
HoweFs wife somewhat rallied from her 
stupefaction. 

At that same moment in burst Angarad, 
the wife of fox-faced Madoc. 

** Where is she ? " she shouted, her eyes 
glaring, her hair bristling with rage. " She 
is here — she — the wife of our chief ! Are 
we all to be dragged to the gallows because 
of him? Is every woman to become a 
widow? He call himself a priest ! Why, 
his Master gave His life for His sheep, 
and he — ours — fleeth and hideth his head, 
whilst those whom he should guard are 
being torn by the wolves.'* 

** Silence, woman ! " exclaimed the old 
man wrathfully. ** I joy that my son has 
given up his life to save his chief.'* 

** But I am not content to surrender my 
Madoc," yelled the beldame. ** Let us 
have the hated Saxon or the worse 
Norman to rule over us, rather than one 
who skulks and dares not show his face. 
My Madoc will be hung to-morrow, as 
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they have hung* Sheena s man now. I 
have seen it They pulled him up." 

" Be silent," shouted the old man, and 
tried to shut her mouth. 

" I will not be silent. I saw it all. 
They drew him up, and then a man 
sprang from the ladder and upon his 
shoulders and stamped." 

A cry of agony from the wife of Howel, 
who flung out her hands, as before, against 
the wall, and stayed herself there. Sheena 
heard nothing — she was but returning to 
consciousness. 

"Why do you not bring him back?" 
asked the hag, facing Morwen with fists 
clenched, fangs exposed, and eyes glaring. 
** Why do you keep him hidden, that we 
all may be widows — ^and you be happy 
with your man ? What shall I do without 
my Madoc ? Who will support me ? Am 
I young enough to maintain myself? Is 
the whole tribe to be dragged down, that 
you and your husband may live at ease 
and be merry ? " 

** Woman," said Morwen, trembling, ** I 
do not know where he is concealed." 

"Then find him, and let him come 
forward to save us all. Shame, I say. 
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shame on him! — the false shepherd — the 
hireling— who fleeth and careth not for 
the sheep!" 

The rattle of arms was heard, and at 
the sound Morwen slipped out of the 
room into the inner apartment, that she 
might not be seen. 

Immediately two men-at-arms entered, 
leading Howel between them. 

** He is granted one hour," said the 
man who could speak a few words of 
Welsh. '*0n Monday he dies." 

** Clear the room ! " said the old man ; 
and to the soldier : ** Remove this frantic 
woman." He indicated Angarad ; and he 
himself, with their assistance, drew her — 
swearing, struggling, spluttering with rage 
— from the house. Sheena remained 
where she had been laid — ^as yet barely 
conscious. Howels wife dropped into 
her husband s arms, moaning, still power- 
less to weep. 

In the inner chamber, dimly lighted by 
a small window covered with bladder in 
place of glass, on a bed sat Morwen, with 
her hands clasped between her knees, 
looking despairingly before her. Every 
word of the cruel woman had cut her 
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heart as the stab of an envenomed 
poignard. 

Did Pabo know what was being done 
at Caio? No — assuredly not. She, who 
had read his thoughts and knew his heart, 
was well aware that he would readily die 
himself rather than that any of his people 
should suffer. He knew nothing. They, 
with a rare exception only, would meet 
their fate, the men give their necks to the 
halter, the women submit to be made 
widows rather than that their master and 
chief should fall into the hands of his 
enemies. Brave, true, faithful hearts ! 
But was it right that they should be called 
on to endure such sacrifices ? She shud- 
dered. What ! would she have him taken 
and die an ignominious death? Him 
whom she loved better than any one — * 
with a one, soul-filling love.'^ Could she 
endure such a sacrifice as that ? Then 
she heard the step of Howel coming to 
the door. 

He entered and was with her alone. 

" Morwen," said he, in a low voice, ** I 
shall be able shortly to do no more for 
my dear chief. Should you ever see him 
again, tell him from us all — all but perhaps 



TWO PEBBLES 175 

one who is beside himself with fear — that 
we die willingly. But with him I can no 
more communicate. That must be done 
by you. It is expedient that he should 
fly farther ; search will be made every- 
where for him. Where he is, that I know 
not, though I may have my suspicion. 
Do this — at nightfall mount the valley of 
the Annell till you come to the stone of 
Cynwyl." 

" The stone of Cynwyl," repeated 
Morwen mechanically. 

** Take a pebble out of the brook and 
place it upon the rock. That will be a 
sign that he. is not safe, and must fly to 
other quarters." 

" What other tokens be there ? " 

" Two pebbles was to be the sign that 
all was safe and he was to return. That 
is not the case at this present time. 
Remember, then — One pebble." 

" And two stones call him hither ? " 

**Two pebbles. But remember. One 
only." 

" Two pebbles," said Morwen, but so 
that none heard it ; it was said to her 
own heart. 



CHAPTER XVI 



A SUMMONS 



THE days spent on the mountain had 
not been as cheerless as that first 
night. The fire burned now continually 
on the hearth, the light peat smoke was 
dissipated at once by the wind, which was 
never still at the fall of the year at the 
altitude where was planted the hovel of 
the hermit. 

The supply of food was better than at 
first. One night Pabo had found a she- 
goat attached to a bush near the stone of 
Cynwyl ; and he had taken her to his 
habitation, where she supplied him with 
milk. On another night he had found on 
a rock a rolled- up blanket, and had ex- 
perienced the comfort at night of this 
additional covering. 

But no tidings whatever had reached 

him of what went on in Caio. This was 
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satisfactory, and his anxiety for his flock 
abated. But he knew that the enemy was 
quartered in the valley, because no call 
had come to him to return to it. At 
nights he would steal along the mountain- 
top that he might, from Bronffin, look 
down on the sleeping valley, with its 
scattered farms and hamlets ; and on 
Sunday morning he even ventured within 
hearing of the church bell, that he might 
in spirit unite with his flock in prayer. 
He concluded that one of the assistant 
priests from a chapelry under the great 
Church was ministering there in his stead. 
He knew that his people would be think- 
ing of him, as he was of them. 

During the day he made long excursions 
to the north, among the wild wastes that 
stretched interminably away before his 
eyes, and offered him a region where he 
might lie hid should his present hiding- 
place be discovered. 

None could approach the hut unobserved, 
a long stretch of moor was commanded by 
it, and the rocks in the rear afforded means, 
should he observe an enemy approach, of 
getting away beyond their reach into the 
intricacies of the wilderness. 

13 
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At first Pabo was oppressed by the 
sense of loneliness. No human face was 
seen, no human voice heard. But this 
passed, and he became conscious of a 
calm coming over his troubled heart, and 
with it a sense of freedom from care and 
childlike happiness. 

The elevation at which he lived, the 
elasticity of the air, the brilliance of the 
light, unobstructed, as below, by moun- 
tains, tended towards this. Moreover, he 
was alone with Nature, that has an 
inspiriting effect on the heart, whilst at 
the same time tranquillising the nerves 
— tranquillising all the cares and worries 
bred of life among men. It was a delight 
to Pabo to wander through the heather to 
some brow that overhung the Ystrad -Towy 
or the valley of the Cothi, and look down 
from his treeless altitude on the rolling 
masses of wood, now undergoing glorious 
change of colour under the touch of 
autumn. Or else to venture into the 
higher, unoccupied mountain glens, where 
the rowan and the rose-bramble were 
scarlet with their berries, and there he 
seemed to be moving in the land of 
coral. 
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It was a delight to observe the last 
flowers of the year, the few stray harebells 
that still hung and swayed in the air, the 
little ivy-leafed campanula by the water, 
the sturdy red robin, the gorse persistent 
in bloom. He gathered a few blossoms 
to adorn his wretched hovel, and in it 
they were as a smile. 

The birds were passing overhead, 
migrating south, yet the ring-ouzel was 
3till there ; the eagle and hawk spired 
aloft on their look-out for prey ; the 
plover and curlew piped mournfully, and 
the owl hooted. 

The insects were retiring underground 
for the winter. Pabo had not hitherto 
noticed the phases of life around him, 
below that of man ; now it broke on him 
as a wonder, and filled him with interest, 
to see a world on which hitherto he had 
not thought to direct his observation. 
There is no season in the year in which 
the lights are more varied and more 
beautiful than in autumn, the slant rays 
painting the rocks vermilion, glorifying 
the dying foliage, enhancing the colour 
of every surviving flower. 

But the fall of the year is one in which 



i8o PABO THE PRIEST 

Nature weeps and sighs over the prospect 
of death ; and there came on Pabo days 
of Winding fog and streaming rain. Then 
he was condemned to remain within, 
occasionally looking forth into the whirls 
of drifting vapour, charged with a strange 
dank scent, or at the lines of descending 
water. He milked his goat, collected 
food for it, and heaped up his fire. 

Then it was that sad thoughts came 
over him, forebodings of ill ; and he 
mused by his hearth, looking into the 
glow, listening to the moan of the wind 
or the drizzle of the rain, and the eternal 
drip, drip from the eaves. 

He had thus sat for hours one day, 
interrupting his meditations only by an 
occasional pace to the door to look out 
for a break in the weather, when there 
came upon him with a shock of surprise 
the recollection that there was more in the 
hermit's scroll than he had considered at 
first. Not much. He unfurled it, and 
beside the bequest of the hut, only these 
words were added : ** For a commission 
look below my bed." 

What was the meaning of this ? It 
was strange that till now Pabo had 
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given no thought to these concluding 
words. 

Now he thrust the fire together, cast on 
some dry bunches of gorse that lit the 
interior with a golden light, and he drew 
the bed from the place it had occupied in 
the corner of the chamber. 

Beneath it was nothing but the beaten 
earth that had never been disturbed. 

The bed itself was but a plank resting 
on two short rollers, to sustain it six inches 
above the soil. Nothing had been con- 
cealed beneath the plank, between it and 
the ground — no box, no roll of parchment. 
Nothing even was written in the dust. 

Pabo took a flaming branch and 
examined the place minutely, but in vain. 

Then he threw off the blanket and 
skins that covered the pallet. He shook 
them, and naught dropped out. He took 
the pillow and explored it. The contents 
were but moss ; yet he picked the moss to 
small pieces, searching for the commission 
and finding none. Then he drew away 
the logs on which the plank had rested. 
They might be hollow and contain some- 
thing. Also in vain. 

Thoroughly perplexed to know what 
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could have been the hermit's meaning, 
Pabo now replaced the rollers in their 
former position and raised the plank to 
lean it upon them once more. 

At this something caught his eye — some 
scratches on the lower surface of the 
board. He at once turned it over, and 
to his amazement saw that this under side 
of the pallet was scored over with lines 
and with words, drawn on the wood with a 
heated skewer, so that they were burnt in. 

The fire had sunk to a glow — he threw 
on more gorse. As it blazed he saw that 
the lines were continuous and had some 
meaning, though winding about. Ap- 
parently a plan had been sketched on 
the board. Beneath were these words, 
burnt in — 

Thesaurus, a Romanis antiquis absconditus, in antro 

Ogofau. 

Then followed in Welsh some verses — 



In the hour of Cambria's need. 
When thou seest Dyfed bleed. 
Raise the prize and break her chains ; 
Use it not for selfish gains. 

The lines that twisted, then ran straight, 
then bent were, apparently, a plan. 
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Pabo studied it. At one point, whence 
the line started, he read, Ingressio ; then a 
long stroke, and Perge ; further a turn, 
and here was written vertitur in sinistram. 
There was a fork there, in fact the line 
forked in several places, and the plan 
seemed to be intricate. Then a black 
spot was burnt deeply into the wood, and 
here was written : Cave, puteum profun- 
dunt. And just beyond this several dots 
with the burning skewer, and the inscrip- 
tion, Auri moles prcegrandis. 

Pabo was hardly able at first to realise 
the revelation made. He knew the 
Ogofau well. It was hard by Pumpsaint 
— ^a height, hardly a mountain, that had 
been scooped out like a volcanic crater by 
the Romans during their occupation of 
Britain. From the crater thus formed, 
they had driven adits into the bowels of 
the mountain. Thence it was reported 
they had extracted much gold. But the 
mine had been unworked since their 
time. The Welsh had not sufficient 
energy or genius in mining to carry on 
the search after the most precious of ores. 
And superstition had invested the deserted 
works with terrors. Thither it was said 
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that the Five Saints, the sons of Cynyr of 
the family of Cunedda, had retired in a 
thunderstorm for shelter. They had 
penetrated into the mine and had lost 
their way, and taking a stone for a 
bolster, had laid their heads on it and 
fallen asleep. And there they would 
remain in peaceful slumber till the return 
of King Arthur, or till a truly apostolic 
prelate should occupy the throne of St. 
David. An inquisitive woman, named 
Gwen, led by the devil, sought to spy 
on the saintly brothers in their long sleep, 
but was punished by also losing her way 
in the passages of the mine ; and there 
she likewise remained in an undying con- 
dition, but was suffered to emerge in storm 
and rain, when her vaporous form — so it 
was reported — might be seen sailing about 
the old gold mine, and her sobs and moans 
were borne far off on the wind. 

In consequence, few dared in broad 
daylight to visit the Ogofau, none ever 
ventured to penetrate the still open mouth 
of the mine. 

Pabo was not devoid of superstition, 
yet not abjectly credulous. If what hfi 
now saw was the result of research by th6: ; 
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hermit, then it was clear that where one 
man had gone another might also go, and 
with the assistance of the plan discover 
the hidden treasure which the Romans 
had stored, but never removed. 

And yet, as Pabo gazed at the plan and 
writing, he asked was it not more likely 
that the old hermit had been a prey to 
hallucinations, and that there was no sub- 
stance behind this parade of a secret ? 
Was it not probable that in the thirty 
years* dreaming in this solitude his fancies 
had become to him realities ; that musing 
in the long winter nights on the woes of 
his country he had come on the thought, 
what an assistance it would be to it had 
the Romans not extricated all the ore 
from the rich veins of the Ogofau ! Then, 
going a little further, had imagined that 
in their hasty withdrawal from Britain, 
they might not have removed all the 
gold found. Advancing mentally, he 
might have supposed that the store still 
remaining underground might be re- 
covered, and the entire fabric of the 
plan, with its directions, would have been 
the final stage in this fantastic progress. 
How could the recluse have penetrated 
the passages of the mine ? 
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It was true enough that the Ogofau 
were accessible from Mallaen without 
going near any habitation of man. It 
was conceivable that by night the old 
man had prosecuted his researches, which 
had finally been crowned with success. 

Pabo felt a strong desire to consult 
Howel. He started up, and after having 
replaced the plank and covered it with 
the bedding, left the hut and made his way 
down into the valley of the Annell, to the 
stone of Cynwyl. 

Notwithstanding the drizzle and the 
gathering night, he pushed on down the 
steep declivity, and on approaching the 
brawling stream passed out of the enve- 
lope of vapour. 

As he reached the great erratic block 
he saw what at first he thought was a 
dark bush, or perhaps a black sheep 
against it 

All at once, at the sound of his step on^ 
the rocks, the figure moved, rose, and he 
saw before him a woman with extended 
arms. 

** Pabo ! " she said in thrilling tones. . 
'* Here they are — the two pebbles!" 

**Morwen!" 
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He sprang towards her, with a rush of 
blood from his heart. 

She made no movement to meet his 
embrace. 

" Oh, Pabo ! hear all first, and then 
decide if I am to lose you for ever." 

In tremulous tones, but with a firm 
heart, she narrated to him all that had 
taken place. This was now Sunday. 
Two men had been hung. On the 
morrow Howel would be suspended 
beside them. These executions would 
continue till the place of retreat of the 
Archpriest was revealed, and he had 
been taken. 

She did not repeat to him the words 
of Angarad, Madoc s wife — now widow. 

*' Pabo ! " she said, and tears were 
oozing between every word she uttered, 
**it is I — I who bring you this tidings! 
I — I who offer you these two pebbles! 
I — I who send you to your death!" 

** Ay, my Morwen," he said, and clasped 
her to his heart, *' it is because you love 
me that you do this. It is right. I return 
to Caio with you at once." 



CHAPTER XVII 

BETRAYED 

A CONGREGATION exceptionally 
large under existing circumstances 
assembled on Sunday morning before the 
church of Caio. Fear lest the Normans 
and English quartered in the place should 
find fresh occasion against the unhappy 
people, were they to absent themselves as 
on previous Sundays, led a good many to 
swallow their dislike of the man forced 
upon them as pastor, and to put in an 
appearance in the house of God. 

They stood about, waiting for the bell 
to sound, and looked shrinkingly at the 
hideous spectacle of the two men suspended 
by the bell, and at the vacant spaces soon 
to be occupied by others. At the foot 
of the gallows sat Sheena moaning, 
and swaying herself to her musical and 
rhythmic keening. 

I8S 
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Around the court or council-house stood 
guards. All those standing about knew 
that within it were Howel and three 
others, destined to execution during the 
week. 

They spoke to each other in low tones, 
and looks of discouragement clouded every 
face. What could these inhabitants of a 
lone green basin in the heart of the moun- 
tains do to rid themselves of their op- 
pressors and lighten their miserable 
condition ? Griffith ap Rhys, the Prince, 
had appeared among them for a moment, 
flashed on their sight, and had then dis- 
appeared. Of him they had heard no 
more. 

Some went into the church, prayed there 
awhile, and came out again. The new 
Archpriest had not yet put in an 
appearance. 

It was then whispered that he had left 
Caio during the week, and was not 
returned. 

Sarcastic comments passed : such was 
the pastor thrust on them who neglected 
his duties. 

But Cadell was not to blame. 

He had left Llawhaden, and had made 
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a diversion to Carreg Cennen by the 
bishop's orders. The road had been bad 
and his horse had fallen lame, so that he 
had been unable to reach his charge on 
Saturday afternoon. To travel by night 
in such troubled times was out of the 
question, and he did not reach Caio till 
the evening closed in on the Sunday. 

It was not, however, too dark for him 
to see that the frame supporting the bell 
presented an unusual appearance. He 
walked towards it, and then observed a 
woman leaning against one of the beams 
of support. 

** Who are you ? What has been done 
here ? " he asked. 

'* There is my man — I am Sheena. 
They have hung him, and I am afraid of 
the night ravens. They will come and 
pluck out his eyes. I went to see my 
babe, and when I returned there was one 
perched on his shoulder. I drove it away 
with stones. There will be a moon, and I 
shall see them when they come." 

'* Who are you ? " 

** I am Sheena — that is my man." 

** Go home ; this is no place for you." 

** I have no home. I had a home, but 
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the Norman chief drove us out, me and 
my man, that he might have it for himself; 
and we have been in a cowshed since — but 
I will not go there. I want no home. 
What is a home to me without him ? " 

**Who has done this.*^ Why has this 
been done ? " asked Cadell. 

" Oh, they, the Saxons, have done it 
because we will not give up our priest, our 
chief. And my man was proud to die for 
him. So are the rest — all but Madoc." 

'' The rest — ^what do you mean ? " 

** They will hang them all, down to the 
last man, for none will betray the chief. 
They will go singing to the gallows. 
There was but Madoc, and him the 
devils will carry away ; I have seen one, 
little and black, slinking around. I will 
sit here and drive devils away, lest coming 
for Madoc they take my man in mistake." 

Cadell was shocked and incensed. 

He hasted at once to the house in 
which Rogier was quartered. He knew 
that he had turned out the owners that he 
might have it to himself 

Rogier and two men were within. They 
had on the table horns and a jug of mead, 
and had been drinking. 
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Said one man to his fellow, ** The Cap- 
tain shall give me Sheena, when she has 
done whimpering over her Welshman." 

'' Nay," quoth the other, ** she is a 
morsel for my mouth, that has been 
watering for her. He cannot refuse her 
to me." 

"You, Luke ! You have not served him 
so long as have I." 

'' That may be, but I have served him 
better." 

" Prove me that." 

" I can interpret for him — I know 
sufficient Welsh for that." 

** Bah ! I would not dirty my mouth 
with that gibberish." 

** You have not the tongue wherewith to 
woo her." 

" But I have a hand wherewith to grip 
her." 

**The Captain shall decide between us." 

"Be it so. Now, Captain, which of us 
is to comfort Sheena in her widowhood ? 
It is all cursed perversity of Luke to 
fancy this woman. Before long there will 
be a score of other widows for him to pick 
among. There is even now that wild cat, 
Angarad. " 
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** I thank you. Let the Captain judge." 

Then said Rogier : ** Ye be both good 
and useful men. And in such a matter 
as this, let Fortune decide between ye. 
There is a draught-board ; settle it be- 
tween you by the chance of the game." 

'' It is well. We will." 

The men seated themselves at the board. 
The draught-men employed were knuckle- 
bones of sheep, some blackened. 

While thus engaged, Cadell came in. 

*' Rogier ! " he exclaimed, '' what is the 
meaning of this ? There be men hung to 
my belfry." 

'' Ay ! And ere long there shall be such 
a peal of bells there as will sound through- 
out Wales, and this shall be their chime : 
* Pabo, priest, come again ! * By the 
Conqueror s paunch, I will make it ring 
in every ear, so that he who knows where 
he is hidden will come and declare it." 

"Consider! You make the place in- 
tolerable for me to perform my duty in." 

"Thy duty! That sits light on thy 
shoulders, I wot. Here have the poor 
sheep been waiting for their shepherd all 
the morn, and he was away." 

** I have been with the bishop." 
14 
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" I care not. I shall find Pabo ere 
long." 

** But his fatherliness holds that Pabo 
the Archpriest was burnt." 

'' And we know that he was not." 

** If there be found one calling himself 
Pabo — and he is in no mighty desire 
that such should be discovered — then let 
him be esteemed an impostpr — a false 
Pabo." 

*'Howso.^" 

The chaplain looked at the men and did 
not answer. 

** But none has as yet been discovered," 
said Rogier. 

** Do not press to find one — not in this 
manner." 

** I shall not desist till he is given up. 
I have said so, and will be as good as my 
word." 

As he spoke, a face looked in at the 
door, then, after an inspection, a body fol- 
lowed, and Goronwy approached stealthily. 

He stood before Cadell with his eyes 
twinkling with malevolence, and his sharp, 
white face twitching with excitement ; 
nodding his head, he said — 

** He is here — he, Pabo, and he also 
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whom the great Baron, the bishop s brother, 
desires ; they are both here. Know well 
that it is I who have told you this, and it 
is I who claim the reward." 

'' The reward ! " 

"Ay, the Archpriesthood, which thou 
wilt resign for a rich benefice. Let me 
tell thee — here thou canst not live. They 
will hate thee, they will not receive the 
Sacraments from thy hand, they will 
baptize their children themselves rather 
than commit them to thee. The Word 
of God, coming from thy lips, will have 
lost all savour. They will die and be 
buried on the mountains under cairns, as 
in the old pagan times, rather than have 
thee bless their graves. Nb — this is no 
place for thee. What the Captain has 
done has driven barbed iron into their 
souls ; they will have none of thee. But 
I am of the stock of Cunedda — me they 
will welcome, and I will be the bishop's 
henchman." 

"Pabo here!" exclaimed Cadell, and 
looked round at Rogier, who had under- 
stood nothing that had passed in this brief 
colloquy, as it had been spoken in Welsh. 
The man who did understand the tongue 
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was too deeply engrossed in his game to 
hearken. 

** Ay, ay, Pabo is here — he and Morwen. 
I have just seen them ; they came together 
down the glen, and are in the house of 
Howel ap John. Be speedy and have 
them secured, or they may again escape. 
Pabo is for you — and for him," he pointed 
to the Norman captain, "for him the 
comely Morwen, whom he has been looking 
for. Say, didst thou obtain for me the 
promise from the bishop ? " 

**What says this misshapen imp?" 
asked Rogier. 

Then the young man sidled up to him, 
and, plucking at his sleeve and pointing 
through the door, said, ** Lk — Pabo ! 
Morwen, 1^!*' 

** By the soul of the Conqueror," ex- 
claimed the Norman, ** if that be so, Pabo 
shall be strung up at the door of his 
church at daybreak ! " 

Turning to his men, with his hand he 
brushed the knucklebones off the board. 
*' Ye shall conclude the game later — we 
have higher sport in view now." 

The men started to their feet with oaths, 
angry at the interruption, especially he 
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who considered that he had won an 
advantage over his fellow. 

'' I would have cornered him in three 
moves ! ** he shouted. 

" Nay, not thou ; I should have taken 
thy men in leaps ! " 

** Another time," said Rogier. **The 
man we seek has run into our hands." 
Then to the boy, " Where is he hiding ? " 

Goronwy understood the question by 
the action of his hands, and replied in the 
few words he had picked up of French, 
" L^ — maison Howel." 

** He shall be swung at once," said 
Rogier, **and then the first object on 
which the eyes of all will rest when they 
come out of their houses with the morrow's 
sun will be this Archpriest they have been 
hiding from me." 

"Nay," said Cadell, "that may not 
be. I have orders to the contrary under 
the hand and seal of the bishop." He 
unfolded the instructions. 

Rogier cursed. "Well," said he, " Pabo 
to me matters but little — so long as I lay 
my hand on Morwen." 



CHAPTER XVIII 



CAREG CENNEN 



BEFORE dawn Pabo was on his way, 
bound, to Careg Cennen, riding 
between four soldiers. He had been taken 
in the house of Howel. It had been his 
intention to deliver himself up early on 
the morrow ; but he was forestalled. 

He regretted this, for more reasons 
than one. He had been unable to make 
final arrangements for the protection of 
Morwen, and he had been unable to com- 
municate with Howel as he desired, relative 
to the secret of the treasure in the Roman 
gold-mines. 

The owls were hooting and night-jars 
screaming as the cavalcade proceeded 
along the Sarn Helen towards the broad 
valley of the Towy by that of its tributary 

the Dulais. As they reached the main 
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river, the dawn was lightening behind 
the Brecknock Mountains, and the water 
sliding down toward the sea shone cold 
as steel. 

With daylight men were met upon the 
road, and occasionally a woman ; the latter 
invariably, the former for the most part, 
fled at the sight of the armed men. But 
some, less timorous, remained, and recog- 
nising the Archpriest, saluted him with 
respect and with exclamations of lamenta- 
tion at seeing him in the hands of the 
common enemy. At Llandeilo the river 
was crossed, and Pabo was conveyed up a 
steep ascent into the tributary valley of 
the Cennen. But this stream makes a 
great loop, and the troopers thrust their 
horses over the spur of hill about which 
the torrent sweeps. 

Presently the castle came in view, very 
new and white, constructed of limestone, 
on a crag of the same substance, that rises 
precipitously for five hundred feet sheer 
out of the ravine and the brawling stream 
that laves the foot of the crag. 

After a slight dip the track led up a 
bold stony rise to the castle gate. 

The situation is of incomparable wildness 
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and majesty. Beyond the ravine towers 
up the Mynydd Du, the Black Mountain, 
clothed in short heather, to cairn-topped 
ridges, two thousand feet above the sea, 
the flanks seamed with descending threads 
of water ; while further south over its 
shoulder are seen purple hills in the 
distance. A solitary sycamore here and 
there alone stands against the wind on the 
ridge about which the Cennen whispers 
far below. 

The bishop had already arrived at the 
castle. He had followed up his emissary 
pretty quickly, anxious that his own view 
of the case should be maintained in the 
event of the capture of Pabo. 

He and Gerald of Windsor were on 
excellent terms. Between them they were 
to divide the land, so much to the crook 
and so much to the sword ; and whom the 
latter did not consume were to be delivered 
over to feel the weight of the crozier. In 
the subjugation of Wales, in the breaking 
of the spirit of the people. Church and 
castle must combine and play each other's 
game. 

The staff of the bishop has a crook 
above and a spike below, to signify the 
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double power that resides in his hands — 
that of drawing and that of goading. 
The time for the exercise of the curved 
head might come in the future, that for 
the driving of the sharp end was the 
present, thought Bernard. 

No sooner did he learn of the arrival 
of Pabo than he bade that he should be 
brought into his presence, in the room 
given to him by his host on whom he had 
intruded himself — a, room facing south, 
overhanging the precipice. 

The weather was mild, and the sun 
shone in at the window. There was no 
fire. 

"So!" said the prelate, fixing his grey, 
dark-rimmed irises on the prisoner, " you 
are he who give yourself out to be the 
Archpriest of Caio.*^" 

** I am he," answered Pabo. 

The bishop assured himself that the 
strongly built upright man before him was 
bound and could not hurt him ; and he 
said to the attendants, " Go forth outside 
the door and leave this dissembler with 
me. Yet remain within call, and one bid 
Gerald, the Master, come to me speedily." 

The men withdrew. 
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" I wonder," said Bernard, and his words 
hissed through the gap in his teeth, " I 
wonder now at thy audacity. If indeed I 
held thee to be Pabo, the late Archpriest 
of Caio, who smote me, his bishop, on the 
mouth and drew my blood, there would be 
no other course for me but to deliver thee 
over to the secular arm, and for such an 
act of treason against thy superior in God 
— the stake would be thy due." 

"I am he. Lord Bishop, who struck 
thee on the mouth. The insult was 
intolerable. The old law provided — an 
eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth. 
If thou goest by the law of Moses deal 
with me as seems right. What the Gospel 
law is, maybe thou art too recent in Holy 
Orders and too new to the study of the 
Sacred Scriptures to be aware." 

**Thou art insolent. But as I do not 
for a moment take thee to be the deceased 
Pabo— 






Lord Bishop, none doubt that I am 
he." 

Bernard looked at him from head to 
foot. 

'' Methinks a taller man by three fingers' 
breadth, and leaner in face certainly, as 
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also browner in complexion, and with 
cheekbones standing out more forcibly.** 

Pabo hardly knew what to think of the 
bishops words. It occurred to him that 
the prelate was beating about for some 
excuse for pardoning him, whilst saving 
his dignity. 

He smiled and said, ** If it be a matter 
of doubt with thee, whether I be indeed 
Pabo ** 

"Oh! by no means," interrupted 
Bernard, '' I have no manner of doubt. 
On the surest testimony I know that the 
Archpriest Pabo was consumed by fire 
from heaven. This is known far and 
wide. His Majesty the King is aware of 
it ; it is a matter of common talk." 

"Yet is it not true." 

" It is most assuredly true. I have the 
testimony of credible eye-witnesses." 

" Yet," said Pabo, " my own wife knows 
me. 

" Of her I can believe anything," said 
Bernard, thrusting his seat a little back, 
to put more space between himself and 
the prisoner. 

" Hearken unto me," said the bishop ; 
" I have heard say of these Welsh that 
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they keep their King Arthur somewhere, 
ready to produce him in the hour of need, 
to fight against their rightful lord and 
sovereign, the King of England. And I 
warrant ye — they will turn out some 
scullion knave, and put a tinsel crown 
about his head, and shout * God save 
King Arthur ! * and make believe it is he 
come from his long sleep to fight against 
us. But we are prepared against such 
make-believes and mumming kings. And 
so, in like manner, when Pabo, Archpriest 
of Caio, is dead, burned to a cinder, as it 
has been most surely reported to us, then 
up starts such as you and assume to be 
what you are not, so as to fan the flame 
of discontent among the people, and inspire 
them with hopes that can never be fulfilled ; 
and so persuade them to resist rightful 
authority. Have I not appointed my late 
chaplain to be Archpriest in the room of 
that unhappy man who, for temerity in 
lifting his hand against his ecclesiastical 
father, was evidently, before the eyes of 
all men, smitten by Heaven.'^ I, of all 
men, I, who was struck in the face, and 
thereby lost my teeth, have a right to 
recognise the impious man who smote me. 
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But I tell thee I do not identify thee. 
Further, I am ready to declare, and if 
need be to swear, that thou art not the 
man. Thou art but a sorry makeshift. 
Who should know him, if not I ? " 

" My deat people of Caio, whose pastor 
I have been, among whom I have gone in 
and out, will know me well enough. Con- 
front me with them and the matter will be 
settled at once." 

** Nay — the word of a Welshman is not 
to be trusted. They will combine to 
bolster up a lie. Thou art an impostor, 
a false Pabo. That is certain." Then he 
turned his hands one over the other : ** If 
thou wert the real Pabo, then be very 
sure of this : I would deliver thee over to 
the secular arm to be burned in verity — 
and only Norman and English soldiers 
should surround the fire, and they would 
see that thou wast in truth this time burned 
to a coal. But as I do not and will not 
hold this, I ask thee, for thine own sake, 
to acknowledge there has been a plot to 
thrust thee forward — that thy people are 
in a league to accept thee as their priest 
and chief, knowing very well that their 
true priest and chief was burned in his 
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house. Confess this, and I will use my 
endeavour to get thee thrust away into 
some distant part, where no harm shall 
come to thee. Nay, further," the bishop 
brightened up, ** I will even keep thee 
about myself and advance thee to honour, 
and I will put thee into a fat benefice at 
the other extremity of the diocese, if thou 
wilt constantly affirm that thou art not 
Pabo, and never wast Pabo, neither ever 
knew him — but hast been mistaken for 
him through some chance resemblance.*' 

** Although a Welshman," said the 
Archpriest, with a curl of the lip, **and, 
as thou sayest, ready with lies, I will not 
say that." 

**Then take the consequences," exclaimed 
the bishop. ** I give one minute in which 
to resolve thee. Admit that thou art an 
impostor, and I will do what I can for 
thee ; refuse — and — and " 

** Do your worst," exclaimed Pabo indig- 
nantly. *'What your object is I cannot 
devise ; but, be it what it may, I will not 
help with a falsehood. I am Pabo, still 
Archpriest and head of the tribe of the 
land of Caio." 

'' Then," said the bishop, with harshness 
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in his tone but with no alteration in his 
mask-like face, " be content, as simulating 
the Pabo who struck his ecclesiastical 
father in the face and knocked out one 
tooth and broke another, to receive such 
punishment as is due to so treasonable an 
action." 

'* If we two met as plain Christian 
people, living under the Gospel," said 
Pabo, *' I would say the act was done 
under provocation ; but it was an unworthy 
act, and I, who committed it, express my 
regret and ask for pardon of my brother 
Christian." 

"And I," said the bishop, **as a Christian 
man and a prelate of the Holy Roman 
Church, do cheerfully give forgiveness. 
Yet inasmuch as it is unwise that -' 

'* I see," said Pabo; **a forgiveness that 
is no forgiveness at all. The transgression 
must be wiped out in blood." 

**The Church never sheds blood," said 
Bernard. ** She hands over stubborn 
offenders to the secular arm. Here it 
comes — in at the door." 

The hand of Gerald of Windsor was 
thrust in, followed by the man himself. 

" See here." said Bernard, addressing 



2o8 PABO THE PRIEST 

the Baron and pointing to Pabo, " this is 
a man who sets himself up to be a leader 
among the rebellious Welsh, and is stirring 
up of hot blood and fomenting of intrigue." 

**Ay," said Gerald, "I have tidings 
come this day that the beggars are rising 
everywhere. They have among them 
their Prince Griffith ap Rhys." 

**And here," said the prelate, **is one 
of his agents. This man gives himself 
out to be a certain person whom he is 
not, and he has come among the people 
of Caio to bid them take up arms. But 
happily my brother Rogier is there." 

"What shall we do with him?" asked 
Gerald. 

** Beau Sieur," said the prelate, ** with 
that I have naught to do. Sufficient that 
I place him — a dangerous fellow — in your 
hands. And mark you, a priest as well 
as an agitator, one to arouse the religious 
fanaticism of the people against the Church 
as well as against the Crown." 

"What shall be done with him? Cut 
off his head ? " 

"Nay, I pray shed no blood." 

" Shall we hang him ? " 

" I think," said the bishop, after musing 
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a moment, ** that it would be well were he 
simply to disappear. Let him not be 
hung, so that, perchance, he might be re- 
cognised, but rather suffer him to be cast 
into one of the dungeons where none may 
ever set eye on him till he be but bones, 
and there be forgot." 
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CHAPTER XIX 



FORGOTTEN t 



PA BO was hurried away, along a 
corridor, down a flight of steps, 
through the courtyard, and was thrust 
into a dungeon at the base of a tower on 
the east side of the castle. He had to 
descend into it by steps, and then the 
heavy oak door was shut and locked. 

The floor was of the limestone rock, 
with some earth on it ; the walls new, and 
smelling of mortar. One slit, far up, 
admitted a ray of light, and beneath the 
door was a space of as much as two 
finger-breadths between it and the stone 
sill. No preparations had been made for 
his reception. No straw or fern was 
littered for a bed, nor was a pitcher of 
water set for hio^Ujthat he might quench 
his thirst. Pabo was hungry; he had 
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partaken of nothing since he left Caio 
save a crust that had been given him at 
Llanwrda on his way. At Llandeilo the 
soldiers had purposely avoided the town, 
and they had halted nowhere on the way 
except at the place Llanwrda, where they 
had given him a portion of their breakfast. 
• Pabo supposed that he was to remain 
in confinement as long as it suited the 
convenience of the bishop. He was far 
from fathoming the purpose of the prelate 
in endeavouring to cajole or frighten him 
into a denial of his own identity. Had 
he known the figure Bernard was en- 
deavouring to cut at his expense, he 
would have laughed aloud and made his 
dungeon walls ring. 

He cast himself in a corner against the 
wall, and waited in the expectation of his 
jailer coming in before long with a truss 
of straw, some bread and water, and 
possibly chains for his hands or feet. But 
hours passed, and no one came. 

From where he sat he could see feet go 
by his door, and it seemed to him that 
towards evening these were the feet of 
women. 

No sentinel paced the court outside his 
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doorway. He heard human voices oc- 
casionally, but could distinguish no words. 

The evening closed in, and still none 
attended to him. Feeling in his pouch 
he found some dried corn from the hermit s 
store. When wandering on the mountains 
he had been wont thus to provide himself, 
and happily there remained still some 
unconsumed. With this he filled his 
mouth. 

He waited on as darkness settled in, 
so that he could but just distinguish his 
window and the gap below the door, and 
at length fell into a troubled sleep. 

During the night he woke with the cold, 
and groped for the blankets he had been 
accustomed to draw over him in the cell 
on Mallaen, but here in the prison of 
Careg Cennen none were provided. He 
felt stiff and chilled in his bones with lying 
on the bare rock. He turned from side 
to side, but could find no relief. 

Surely it was not the intention of Gerald 
of Windsor to detain him there without 
the modicum of comforts supplied to the 
worst of criminals. He had not offended 
the Norman baron. If he were not Pabo, 
as the bishop insisted, why was he dealt 
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with so harshly ? He had not done any- 
thing to show that he was a fanner of 
rebellion. Against him not a particle of 
evidence could be adduced. 

The thought that he carried with him 
the great secret of the hermit also troubled 
him. It is said that no witch can die till 
she has communicated her hidden know- 
ledge to some sister. 

It was to Pabo a thought insupportable 
that he was unable to impart the secret 
deposited with him to some one who could 
use the knowledge for the good of his 
oppressed countrymen. 

Hitherto the attempts made by the 
Welsh to shake off their yoke had been 
doomed to failure, largely because of their 
inability to purchase weapons and stores 
that might furnish their levies and maintain 
them in the field. It was not that in the 
Cambrian Mountains there had been de- 
ficiency in resolution and lack of heroism ; 
but it was the poverty of Wales that had 
stood no chance against the wealth of 
England. 

For himself Pabo cared little, but he 
was deeply concerned that he had no 
means of conveying the secret that had 
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been entrusted to him to those who could 
make good use of it. 

He dozed off again in cold and hunger, 
and fell to dreaming that he had lit on an 
ingot of pure gold, so large and so weighty 
that he could not himself lift it ; and 
opened his eyes to see a golden bar indeed 
before him, but it was one of sunlight, 
painted on the wall by the rising orb as 
it shone through the slit that served as 
window. He waited now with impatience, 
trusting that some one would come to him. 
Yet time passed and none arrived. 

He moved to one of the steps, seated 
himself thereon, and looked at the light 
between the bottom of the door and the 
sill. Again he saw what he supposed to 
be women's feet pass by, and presently, 
but after a long interval, return ; and this 
time he knew that the feet belonged to a 
woman, for she stopped where he could 
see, set down an earthenware pitcher, and 
exchanged some words with a soldier, one 
of the garrison. He could see the pitcher 
nearly to the handle, but not the hand 
that set it down and raised it. Yet he 
distinguished the skirts of the dress and 
the tones of voice as those of a woman. 
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Presently he again heard a voice, that 
belonged to a female, and by the intona- 
tion was sure that what she spoke was 
in Welsh. She was calling and strewing 
crumbs, for some fell near his door. Im- 
mediately numerous pigeons arrived and 
pecked up what was cast for them. He 
could see their red legs and bobbing heads, 
and wished that some of the fragments 
might have been for him. 

He had hardly formed the wish before 
a crust, larger than any given to the birds, 
fell against his door, and there was a rush 
of pigeons towards it. Pabo put forth 
two fingers through the opening, and drew 
the piece of bread within. He had hardly 
secured this, before another piece fell in 
the same place, and once more, in the 
same manner, he endeavoured to capture 
it. But unhappily it had rebounded just 
beyond his reach, and after vain efforts he 
would have had to relinquish it wholly to the 
pigeons, had not feet rapidly approached, 
and a hand been lowered, that touched the 
crust and thrust it hastily under the door, 
and then pushed in another even larger. 

After this the feet went away. But 
still the pigeons fluttered and pecked till 
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they had consumed the last particle cast 
to them. 

Pabo ate the pieces of bread ravenously. 

He was not thirsty. The coolness and 
moisture of the prison prevented him from 
becoming parched. What he had received 
was not, indeed, much, but it was sufficient 
to take off the gnawing pain that had 
consumed his vitals. 

Now for the first time he realised the 
force of the prelate s words when he had 
bidden Gerald of Windsor cast him — Pabo 
— into a dungeon, there to be forgotten. 
Forgotten he was to be, ignored as a 
human being immured in this subterranean 
den. He was to be left there, totally 
unattended and unprovided for. Of this 
he was now convinced, both because of 
the neglect he had undergone, and also 
because of the attempt made by some 
Welshwoman, unknown to him, surrepti- 
tiously to supply him with food. This she 
would not have done had she not been 
aware of the fate intended for him. He 
was to be left to die of cold and hunger 
and thirst, and was not to leave the prison 
save as a dwindled, emaciated wreck, with 
the life driven out of him by privation of 
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all that is necessary for the support of life. 
He was now well assured of what was 
purposed, and also, and equally assured, 
that he had in the castle some friend who 
would employ all her feminine craft to 
deliver him from such a fate. 

Slowly, tediously the day passed. Still, 
occasionally voices were audible, but no 
feet approached the dungeon doorway. 
Overhead there were chambers, but the 
prison was vaulted with stone, and even 
were there persons occupying an upper 
storey, they were not likely to be heard 
by one below. 

It was, perhaps, fortunate that for some 
time on the mountain Pabo had led a very 
frugal life, and had contented himself with 
parched grain, or girdle-cakes of his own 
grinding and making. Yet to these had 
been added the milk of a goat, and for 
this he now craved. He thought of his 
poor Nanny bleating, distressed with her 
milk ; he thought of how she had welcomed 
him when he returned to the cell. Poor 
Nanny ! What would he not now give for 
a draught of her sweet, sustaining milk ! 

Another night passed, and again in the 
morning there ensued the feeding of the 
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pigeons and therewith a fall of crusts 
within his reach by the door. 

During the day he heard a clatter of 
hoofs in the courtyard, and by seating 
himself on the lowest step in his vault, 
leaning one elbow on another, and bringing 
first eye and then ear near to the gap below 
the door, he saw and heard sufficient to 
lead him to suppose that the bishop was 
leaving Careg Cennen, to return to his 
own castle of Llawhaden. 

He could even distinguish his strident 
voice, and catch a few words uttered by 
him, as he turned his face towards the 
dungeon-door, and said, '* My good friend 
Gerald — is, humph ! the impostor for- 
gotten ? " 

*' Forgotten, as though he had never 
been," was the response, in the rough tones 
of the Norman Baron. 

Then both laughed. 

Pabo clenched his hands and teeth. 

Presently, a clatter ; and through the 
gateway passed the cavalcade. There 
was no drawbridge at Careg Cennen, for 
there was no moat, no water ; but there 
was a portcullis, as well as stout oak- 
barred doors. 
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After the departure of the prelate, the 
castle fell back again into listlessness. No 
sounds reached the ear of Pabo, save the 
occasional footfall of one passing across 
the court with the leisurely pace of a 
person to whom time was of no value. 

On this day the prisoner began to be 
distressed for water. The walls of his 
cell, being of pervious limestone, absorbed 
all moisture from the air, so that none 
condensed on it. In the morning he had 
swallowed the dry crusts with difficulty. 
He now felt that his lips were burning, 
and his tongue becoming dry. If food 
were brought him on the morrow, he 
doubted whether he would then be able to 
swallow it. 

But relief came to him in a manner he 
had not expected. During the night rain 
fell, and he found that by crouching on the 
steps and putting his fingers beneath the 
door, he could catch the raindrops as they 
trickled down the oak plank, and convey 
the scanty supply by this means to his 
mouth. But with the first glimpse of 
dawn he saw a means of furnishing water 
that was more satisfactory. With his 
fingers he scraped a channel beneath the 
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door to receive the falling drops, and then, 
by heaping the soil beyond this, forced 
the water as it ran down the door and 
dripped, to decant itself in a small stream 
over the sill. By this means he was able 
to catch sufficient to assuage the great 
agony of thirst. 

He was thus engaged when suddenly a 
foot destroyed his contrivance, and next 
moment he heard a key turned in the 
lock. 

He started from the steps on which he 
was lying, the door was thrown open, and 
before him stood a muffled female figure, 
against the grey early morning light, dif- 
fused through thick rain that filled the 
castle yard. 

Without a word the woman signed to 
Pabo to follow. She made the gesture 
with impatience, and he obeyed without 
hesitation. 

** Follow me ! " she whispered in Welsh, 
and strode rapidly before him, and passed 
through a small doorway, a very few steps 
from the tower, yet in the south face of the 
castle. She beckoned imperiously to him 
to enter, then closed the door on him, went 
back and relocked that of the dungeon. 
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Next moment she was back through the 
small door. Pabo found himself in a 
narrow passage that, as far as he could 
judge, descended by steps. 

The woman bolted the door behind. 

The place was dark, but she led on. 

The way descended by steps, then led 
along a narrow passage, with rock on one 
side and wall on the other, till she reached 
a great natural vault — a cave opening into 
the heart of the crag on which the castle 
was built. And here the passage ter- 
minated in a wooden stair that descended 
into darkness, only illumined by one point 
of red light. 

Still she descended, and Pabo followed. 

Presently she was at the bottom, and 
now he saw in a hollow of the rock on one 
side a little lamp burning with a lurid 
flame. 

She struck off the glowing snuff, and it 
sent up a bright spire of light. 

** Forgotten ! " said she, turning to Pabo, 
and throwing back her hood. "Forgotten ! 
Nay, Nest will never forget one of her own 
people — never." 



CHAPTER XX 

THE BRACELET OF MAXEN 

LOOK at me," said Nest; ** I am 
the daughter of Rhys and sister 
of your Prince Griffith. How I have been 
treated God knows, but not worse than 
my dear country. I have been cast into 
the arms of one of its oppressors, and I 
welcome it, because I can do something 
thereby for those of my people who suffer. 
Griffith is about. He will do great things. 
I sent him with warning to you. And 
now I will even yet save you. Know you 
where you are ? Whither I have brought 
you ? Come further." She led him down 
among the smooth shoulders of rock, and 
showed him pans scooped in the limestone 
ledges that brimmed with water. 

There was no well in Careg Cennen. 
It would not have availed to have sunk 
one. In the dry limestone there were no 



222 



THE BRACELET OF MAXEN 223 

springs. Gerald the Norman would not 
have reared his castle on this barren head 
of rock had he not known that water was 
accessible in this natural cave. 

But this cavern had been known and 
utilised long before the Norman adven- 
turers burst into Wales. At some remote 
age, we know not how many centuries or 
tens of centuries before, some warfaring 
people had surrounded the top of the hill 
with a wall of stones, not set in mortar, 
but sustained in place by their own weight. 
And to supply themselves with water, they 
had cut a path like a thread in the face of 
the precipice to the mouth of a gaping 
cavern that could be seen only from the 
slopes of the Black Mountains on the 
further side of the Cennen River. 

In this vault water incessantly dripped, 
not in rapid showers, but slowly ; in wet 
weather more rapidly than at times of 
dryness, yet even in the most burning, rain- 
less seasons, there never was an absolute 
cessation of falling drops. To receive 
these, bowls had been scooped out in 
ledges of rock ; and hither came the 
maidens daily with their pitchers, to supply 
the wants of all in the castle. 



224 PABO THE PRIEST 

What the Norman builders had done 
was to broaden the path by cutting deeper 
into the face of the cliff, and to build up 
the face towards the precipice, leaving 
loopholes at intervals, to prevent accidents 
such as might happen through vertigo, or 
a turn of an ankle, or a slip on the polished 
lime-rock. The whole mouth of the 
cavern had also been walled up, so that 
no one unacquainted with the arrange- 
ments within the castle would have 
suspected its existence. 

To fill the pitchers the water-carriers 
were furnished with wooden, spoons and 
shallow ladles, with which they scooped 
up the liquid from the rock-basins into 
their vessels. 

Hither Nest, the wife of Gerald of 
Windsor, had brought Pabo. She had 
learned what was the doom of the Arch- 
priest so soon as the interview was over 
between him, the bishop, and her husband. 
Nest was a subtle woman. Lovely beyond 
any other woman in Britain, and with that 
ejtquisite winsomeness of manner which 
only a Celtic woman possesses, which a 
Saxon can imitate but not acquire, she was 
able when she exerted her powers to cajole 
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Gerald, and obtain from him much that 
his judgment warned him he should not 
yield. For a long time she had induced 
him even to harbour her brother Griffith, 
but he did so only so long as the young 
man was not in open revolt against King 
Henry. 

She had not on this occasion attempted 
to induce Gerald to mitigate the sentence 
on Pabo. She reserved her cajolery for 
another occasion. Now she had recourse 
to other means. With a little cleverness, 
she had succeeded in securing the key of 
the dungeon ; but for her own good 
reasons she did not desire that her husband 
should learn, or even suspect, that she had 
contrived the escape of the prisoner. 

Pabo stood by her in the great natural 
domed vault in the bowels of the moun- 
tain, crowned by Careg Cennen Castle ; 
and by the flicker of the lamp he saw her 
face, and wondered at its beauty. 

**Pabo, priest of God!** she said, and 
her face worked with emotion. ** Heaven 
alone knows what a life I lead — 3. double 
life, a life behind a mask. I have a poor, 
weak, trembling woman s heart, that bleeds 
and suffers for my people. I have but 
16 
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one love — one only love, that fills and 
flames in all my veins : it is the love of 
Wales, of my country, my beautiful, my 
sovereign country. And, O God ! my 
people. Touch them, and I quiver and 
am tortured, and durst not cry out. Yet 
am I linked to one who is my husband, 
and I belong to him in body. Yet hath 
he not my immortal soul, he hath not this 
passionate heart. Nay ! Not one single 
drop of the burning Welsh blood that 
dances and boils in every artery." She 
clasped her hands to her heart. "Oh, 
Pabo, my lot is in sad quarters ! My life 
is one continuous martyrdom for my 
country, for my people, for their laws, 
their freedom, their Church ! What can I 
do ? Look at these women s fingers ! 
What gifts have I ? Only this fair face 
and this golden hair, and a little mother 
wit. I give all to the good cause. And 
now," she became more calm in tone, and 
she put forth her hand and clasped the 
priest by the wrist, and spake in measured 
tones, though her finger-ends worked ner- 
vously. "And now — learn this. For 
reasons that I cannot speak plainly, I 
would not have my husband know that I 
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have contrived thy escape. And I cannot 
contrive to pass thee out through the 
gates. There is but one way that thou 
canst be freed. See — the women come 
hither to draw water, and the door creaks 
on its hinges whensoever opened. When 
thou hearest the door cry out, then hide 
thee under the stair, or yonder in the depth 
of the cave. None of the wenches pene- 
trate further than these basins. But after 
they have left — and they come but in the 
morning and at eve— then thou hast this 
place to thyself. Know that there is no 
escape downwards from the eyelet-holes. 
It is a sheer fall — and if that were adven- 
tured, thou wouldst be dashed to pieces, as 
was one of the Normandy masons who 
was engaged on the wall. He lost his 
foothold and fell — and was but a mangled 
heap at the bottom. No — that way there 
is no escape. I have considered well, and 
this is what I have devised." She paused 
and drew a long breath. ** There stands 
a stout and well-rooted thorn-tree on the 
crag above. I will tarry till supper-time, 
when my lord and his men will be merry 
over their cups, and then will I swing a 
bracelet — this.** She took off a twisted 
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serpent of gold, quaintly wrought, from 
her wrist. ** This I will attach to a string, 
and I will fasten the other end to the 
thorn-tree. Then shall the bracelet be 
swung to and fro, and do thou remain at 
one of the loopholes, and put forth thine 
hand and catch the string as it swings. 
Hold it fast and do thou draw it in. Then 
I will attach a knotted rope to the string, 
and draw on until thou hast hold of the 
rope. Thereupon I will make the other end 
fast to the thorn-tree, and, as thou canst 
not descend, mount, and thou art free." 

Pabo hesitated — then said, ** It seems 
to me that these eyelet-holes are too 
narrow for a man's body to pass through.'* 

** It is well said," answered Nest, **and 
of that I have thought. Here is a stout 
dagger. Whilst thou canst, work out the 
mortar from between the joints of the 
masonry about the window-slit yonder. It 
is very fresh and not set hard. But 
remove not the stone till need be." 

- I will do so." 

**And as to the bracelet," continued 
Nest, **it is precious to me, and must not 
be left here to betray what I have done. 
Take it away with thee." 
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** And when I reach the thorn-tree then 
I will restore it thee/' 

**Nay," rejoined Nest, ** take it with 
thee, and go find my brother Griffith, 
wherever he be, and give it to him. 
Know this : it was taken from the cairn 
of Maxen Wledig, the Emperor of Britain, 
whose wife was a Welsh princess, and 
whose sons niled in Britain, and of whose 
blood are we. Tell him to return me my 
bracelet within the walls of Dynevor. 
Tell him " — her breath came fast and like 
flame from her lips — ** tell him that I will 
not wear it till he restore it to me in the 
castle of our father — in the royal halls of 
our ancestors, the Kings of Dyfed, and 
has fed the ravens of Dynevor with 
English flesh." 

Again she calmed down. 

A strange, passionate woman. At one 
moment flaming into consuming heat, then 
lulling down to calm and coolness. It was 
due to the double life she lived ; the false 
face she was constrained to assume, and 
the undying, inextinguishable patriotic 
ardour that ate out her heart, that was 
so closely and for so long smothered, but 
which must at times force itself into mani- 
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festation. Pabo, looking into that 
wondrous face, by the flicker of the little 
lamp, saw in it a whole story of sorrow, 
shame, rage, love, and tenderness mapped 
out. 

A strange and terrible life-story had 
hers been — even in young days. 

She had been taken from her home 
while quite a child, and committed as a 
hostage to the charge of Henry Beauclerk ; 
he had done her the worst outrage that 
could have been offered — when she was 
helpless, an alien from her home and 
people, in his power. Then, without 
caring whether she liked the man or not, 
he had married her to Gerald of Windsor 
the s^liator, the ravager of South Wales. 
Once, Owen ap Cadogan, son of the Prince 
of Cadogan, had seen her at a banquet 
and eisteddfod given by her father at 
Aberteifi, to which the kings, princes, and 
lords of Wales had been invited. Among 
all the fair ladies there assembled none 
approached in beauty the young Princess 
Nest, daughter of King Rhys, and wife 
of Gerald of Windsor. Owen went mad 
with love. On the plea of kinship he 
visited her in Pembroke Castle, set it on 
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fire, and while it was blazing carried her 
away into Powys. 

Nor was she an unwilling victim : she 
accompanied him, but only because she 
trusted that he would rouse all Wales and 
unite North and South in one great revolt 
against the power of England. And, 
indeed, at his summons, like a wildfire, 
revolt had spread through Dyfed, Car- 
digan, and southern Powys. Only North 
Wales remained unmoved. The struggle 
was brief — the Cymri were poor and 
deficient in weapons of war, and were 
unable to withstand the compact masses 
hurled against them, in perfect military 
discipline, and securing every stride by the 
erection of a stronghold. Owen, carrying 
with him plenty of spoil, fled to Ireland, 
where he was hospitably received, and 
Gerald recovered his wife. She was dis- 
illusioned. Owen sought no nobler end 
than the amassing of plunder and the 
execution of vindictive revenge on such as 
had offended him. His ferocity had 
alienated from him the hearts of his people, 
for his sword had been turned rather against 
such of his own kin as had incurred his 
resentment than against the common foe. 
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Into Cardigan, the realm of Owen's 
father, Strongbow had penetrated, and 
had planted castles. 

Presently, harbouring treachery in his 
heart, Owen returned from Ireland and 
threw himself into the arms of Henry 
Beauclerk, who flattered him with promises 
and took him in his company to Normandy, 
where he bestowed on Owen the honour 
of knighthood, and converted him into a 
creature ready to do his pleasure, without 
scruple. 

Pembroke Castle had been rebuilt, 
Carmarthen was girt with iron-bound 
towers ; in rear, Strongbow was piling 
up fortresses at Aberystwyth and Kill- 
gerein. 

** See ! " said Nest ; ** poorly hast thou 
fared hitherto. I have laid in a store of 
food for thee under the stair. Be ready 
just before nightfall. Lay hold of the 
golden bracelet, and retain it till thou 
encounterest Griffith, then give it him with 
my message. Let him return it me in 
our father's ruined hall of Dynevor, when 
it is his own once more." 



CHAPTER XXI 



SANCTUARY 



ROGIER was pacing up and down in 
the house of which he had taken 
possession. On the table lay, heaped in 
bags of woven grass, the fine that had 
been imposed on the tribe. All had been 
paid. The elders had endeavoured hard 
to induce him to accept two-thirds from 
them and to levy the remainder on Cadell ; 
but he bade them squeeze their Arch- 
priest — he was not going to trouble 
himself to do that — and the rest of the 
silver was prpduced. The men hoped to 
be able to recoup themselves later by 
deducting this third from their payments 
to the pastor thrust upon them. 

As Pabo had been secured, Rogier had 
released those who were detained in the 
court-house ; they had returned to their 

homes. 
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It was anticipated that now the Norman 
would withdraw along with his men ; he 
had no further excuse for remaining. But 
he gave not the smallest token of an 
intention to remove. 

Cadell had entered. He also wished to 
know how long the foreigners would tarry 
in the place. So long as they were there 
it would be inipossible for him to come to 
friendly terms with his flock. Yet, though 
he desired that the bulk of the men-at- 
arms, along with their captain, should 
withdraw, he did not by any means wish 
to be left completely alone in the midst of 
a population that regarded him with a 
malevolent eye, were unwilling to receive 
his ministrations, acknowledge his autho- 
rity, and even show him ordinary civility. 

He had accordingly entered the house 
in the hopes of arranging with the bishop s 
brother terms whereby he might have two 
or four men left in Caio to support him 
in emergencies without being ostensibly 
his servants. 

A plea might easily be found in the 
refractory humour of the people for a small 
guard to be left till they proved more 
complaisant. 
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Near the door, against the wall, Morwen 
was seated, pale but resolved, with her 
hands folded. 

'* You seem to be in a vast impatience 
to see my back," said Rogier, **but let 
me tell you, Master Chaplain, I like this 
place. It lyeth well to the sun, the soil 
is fertile and amply watered. It is suitably 
timbered, and methinks there is building- 
stone here that might serve to construct a 
stronghold. I have looked about me and 
fancied Pen-y-ddinas. It crieth out for a 
castle to stand upon it — dominating, as it 
doth, the whole valley." 

** A castle for the bishop ? " 

** Oh ! save your presence and clergy. 
It is well for one to feather one s own nest 
first. As to the Church, hers is downy 
enough without needing to pluck more 
geese to make her easier." 

** Then for whom .'^ " 

'* For myself, of course. This is a fair 
district ; it is girded about with mountains ; 
it has been occupied for centuries by a 
thrifty people who have hoarded their 
silver. Methinks I could contrive to make 
of it a barony of Caio for myself" 

** But," said Cadell, aghast, " these be 
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Church lands. You would not rob the 
Church ? " 

** By no means are they Church lands. 
This is tribal land, and it so chances that 
the head of the tribe has been for some 
time — how long I know not — an eccle- 
siastic. But that is an accident.*' 
** It is the sanctuary of David." 
** But not the property of the See of 
David. It is the sanctuary of Cynwyl, I 
take it ; and it has so fallen out that the 
inheritor of the chieftainship has been for 
some years — it may be centuries — in 
priestly orders. But as to belonging to 
the See, that it never did. Now I take it, 
there shall be a separation of powers, and 
I will assume the secular rule, and con- 
stitute myself Baron of Caio — and thou, if 
it please thee, shalt be Archpriest, and 
exercise ecclesiastical authority. It will 
be best so — then I and my bull-dogs will 
be ever hard by to help thee in thy 
difficulties." 

*' The bishop will never agree to this." 
** He must. Am I going to fight his 

battles and not be paid for it, and fix my 

• ^ >i 
price : 

** Does he know of thy purpose } " 
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** I care not whether he do or not. I 
shall take my course, and he cannot oppose 
me, because he dare not. By the soul of 
the Conqueror, Sir Chaplain, these fat 
farmers ooze with money. I have but 
given them a little squeeze, and they have 
run out silver — it is yonder, dost mark it ? 
Hast thou seen cider made ? They make 
it in my country. The apples are chopped 
up and cast into a broad stone grooved 
trough, and a lever is brought to bear, 
laden with immense weights, to crush 
them. You should See, man, how the 
juice runs out, and you would say that 
there was never another drop of liquor in 
them. Then the lever is raised, and the 
weight shifted ; next with a knife the 
apple-cheese is pared all round and the 
parings are cast up in the middle. Again 
the lever is worked, and out flows as 
much as at first, till again it appears that 
all is drained away. And this process is 
renewed to five times, and every time out 
pours the generous and sweet must. It is 
not with apples as with grapes. These 
latter once well pressed yield all — apples 
must be pressed to six and even seven 
times. My Cadell, these peasants are 
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juicy apples. If I send this first squeeze 
to my brother, I reserve the after out- 
gushes for mine own drinking.*' 

Cadell looked down disconcerted. He 
knew very well that Rogier*s scheme 
would mean the shrinkage to but little of 
his power and profits. 

**You do not understand this people," 
said he, after some consideration. ** You 
will drive them to desperation with your 
rough treatment. They are a kindly and 
a gentle folk that are easily led, but ill 
driven." 

*' Well now," said Rogier, and laughed. 
He halted, leaned against the table, and 
folded his arms. " It is so ; but I have a 
scheme such as will reconcile the tribe of 
Cynwyl to my rule. And thou art come 
here suitably at this moment, to assist me 
in carrying it out." 

** What wouldest thou ? " asked Cadell 
sulkily. 

** It is even this," answered Rogier, and 
again he laughed. ** Dost see? I have 
been courting a pretty wench. But it is 
bad wooing when I cannot speak a word 
of Welsh and she as little of French. 
Now, Sir Priest, be my go-between, and 
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say sweet and tender words to her from 
me, and bring me back her replies of the 
same savor." 

** I cannot ! I will not ! " exclaimed the 
chaplain indignantly. 

** I ask of thee nothing dishonest." said 
Rogier ; ** far otherwise. I have a fancy 
to make the pretty Morwen my wife — and 
Baroness Caio. Tell her that — all is in 
good sooth and my purpose is honourable, 
the Church shall be called to bless us." 

** She is another man's wife ! " 

** Nay, nay, a priest's leman — that is all. 
And if that stick in thy throat, be con- 
science-smoothed. By this time Pabo is 
no more. I know my brother's temper. 
He is a man who never forgives ; and the 
loss of a pair of teeth is not that he will 
pass over." 

** But he does not hold that this man 
you have sent him is Pabo." 

** Pshaw ! he knows better. Whether 
he be Pabo, or whether he be not, Bernard 
will never suffer him to live a week after 
he has him between his two palms. There- 
fore, seeing Morwen is a widow, and free, 
now, all is plain, my intent is good. If I 
marry her — who has been the wife of the 
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chieftain of the tribe, I enter upon all 
his rights so far as they are secular ; 
those that be ecclesiastical I leave to 
thee." 

'' Not so," said Cadell sharply. '' She 
is no heiress, is not of the blood." 

" Oh ! she shall be so esteemed. Scrip- 
ture is with me — man and wife be no more 
twain but one flesh, so that she enters 
into all his rights, and I take them over 
along with her. It will smooth the 
transfer. The people will like it, or will 
gulp down what is forced on them, and 
pretend to be content." 

** This is preposterous — the heir to the 
tribal rights is Goronwy, the cousin of 
Pabo." 

**That cripple ? The people would not 
have him before to rule over them. They 
will not now. Let them look on him and 
then on me ; there can be but one decision. 
If there be a doubt, I shall contrive to get 
the weasel out of the way. And, more- 
over," said Rogier, who chuckled over his 
scheme, **all here are akin — that is why 
there was such a to-do about the seven 
degrees. It hit them all. I warrant ye, 
when gone into, U will be found that she 



SANCTUARY 241 

has in her the blood of — — What is the 
name ? " 

'* Cunedda." 

'* Ay, of that outlandish old forefather. 
If not, I can make it so. There is a man 
here — Meredith they call him — a bard and 
genealogist. I have a pair of thumb- 
screws, and I can spoil his harping for 
ever unless he discover that the pretty 
wench whom I design for myself, to be 
my Baroness Caio, be lineally descended 
from — I cannot mind the name — and be, 
after Goronwy, the legitimate heir to all 
the tribal rights. Cadell, you can make a 
man say and swear to anything with 
the persuasion of thumb-screws. A rare 
institution." 

The chaplain said nothing to this. It 
was a proposition that did not admit of 
dispute. 

A good many of the Norman barons 
had taken the Welsh heiresses to them as 
a means of disarming the opposition they 
encountered, perhaps feeling a twinge of 
compunction at their methods of appro- 
priation of lands by the sword. Gerald of 
Windsor, as we have seen, was married to 
a princess of the royal race of Dyfed, 

17 
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though not, indeed, an heiress. A knight 
occupying a subordinate position, if he 
chanced to secure as wife the heiress of 
some Welsh chief, at once claimed all her 
lands and rights, and sprang immediately 
into the position of a great baron. 

" Come, sweetheart ! ** exclaimed Rog^er 
boisterously, and went up to Morwen ^ind 
caught her by the chin. " Look me in 
the face and say *Ay!* and I will put a 
coronet of pearls on thy black hair." 

She shrank from him — not, indeed, 
understanding his words, but compre- 
hending that she was treated with dis- 
respect. 

** Speak to her, you fool ! " said Rogier 
angrily. **She must be told what I 
purpose. If not by you then by Pont 
TEspec, whom I will call in. But by the 
Conqueror's paunch, I do not care to 
do my wooing through the mouth of a 
common serving-man." 

Cadell stood up from the seat into which 
he had lowered himself and approached 
Morwen. 

" Hark ye ! " said the Norman. " No 
advice of thine own ; I can see thou likest 
not my design. Say my words, give my 
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message, and bear me back her reply — 
but thrust in naught of thy mind, and thy 
suasion." 

^' What, then, shall I say? " 

** Tell her that I am not one to act with 
violence unless thwarted, and in this par- 
ticular thwarted I will not be. Tell her 
that I desire that she shall be my wife; 
and say that I will make myself baron 
over this district of Caio — King Henry 
will deny me nothing I wot — ^and she 
shall rule and reign the rest of her days 
by a soldier s side, instead of by that of a 
cassocked clerk." 

Cadell translated the offer. 

Morwen s large eyes were fixed on him 
intently as he spoke, and her lips trembled. 

** I must give an answer," said the 
priest. 

Then Morwen rose and replied, ** He 
will surely give me time to consider." 

**Ay, ay, till to-morrow," said Rogier, 
when her words were translated to him. 

Thereupon Morwen bowed and left the 
house. 

Rogier took a step towards the door, 
but Cadell stayed him. '* Give her till 
to-morrow to be alone." 



244 PABO THE PRIEST 

"Well," said he, "to-morrow shall setde 



it" 



Cadell left, and instead of seeking his 
lodging went into the church. 

There, to his surprise, he saw a woman 
— it was Morwen, clinging to the wicker- 
work screen. 

"It is sanctuary ! It is sanctuary ! " she 
cried, as she saw him. " They shall not 
tear me hence." 

" Nay," said Cadell ; " that they dare 
not I will maintain thy right to sanc- 
tuary. It is well. To Cynwyl thou hast 
appealed, Cynwyl shall protect thee." 



/ 



CHAPTER XXII 



IN OGOFAU 



IN the darkness, Goronwy was lurking ' 
about the church. He was the first 
to communicate to Rogier that Morwen 
had taken sanctuary. The Norman, angry, 
bade him watch and not suffer her to leave 
without informing him whither she had 
betaken herself. She could not remain 
there indefinitely. It was a custom that 
sanctuary held for seven days and nights, 
and that if the clergy could not send away 
a refugee during that time, the right of 
protection afforded by the sacredness of 
the precincts ceased in that particular 
case. 

Rogier was wounded in his vanity, but 
not greatly concerned. He was certain 
that she could not escape him eventually. 

A hand was laid on Goronwy's shoulder ; 
he started with terror, and his alarm was 

345 
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not lessened when Pabo addressed him, 
*'What are you doing here, Goronwy?" 

**Oh, Pabo! we have feared you were 
lost." 

**As you see — I am returned. What 
are you doing here ? " 

'*Alas! I have no proper home — no 
more than you. Do you ask then why I 
am about at night ? " 

** Poor boy ! poor boy ! Well, I would 
have you do me a commission now. I 
must not be seen here, yet would commu- 
nicate with my wife. Where is Morwen ? " 

Goronwy hesitated but for a moment, 
and then answered, ** I do not know." 

** She is not now with Howel ? " 

"No, sent elsewhere. Perhaps to Llan- 
sawel." 

** You must find her, and bid her come 
to me." 

" Whither shall I bid her go ? " 

** Bid her come to me in Ogofau." 

** In Ogofau ? " echoed Goronwy, shrink- 
ing back. 

** There is one thing more I desire," 
pursued Pabo. ** Go into the church and 
bring me thence one of those coils of taper 
that hang in front of the screen." 
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** Taper ! " in all but speechless astonish- 
ment. 

*' Yes ; I am going to enter the old 
mine. I do not hesitate to tell you, as 
one in blood, in hopes, in sufferings with 
me. I am going to enter the mine, and 
would fain have a consecrated light." 

** I will get it at once," said Goronwy, 
and went within. What could this mean ? 
What was Pabo's object? Within the 
church two lamps burnt in the sanctuary, 
but without all was dark. Yet in the 
darkness he could see Morwen crouched 
against the screen. A Celtic church had 
buildings connected with it — a guest hall 
in which the congregation could assemble 
and take a meal after divine service, 
stables for horses, and even sleeping 
apartments. All were surrounded by the 
privilege of sanctuary ; yet Morwen re- 
mained in the church, fearing lest these 
adjuncts should not meet with the same 
respect as the main building, the house of 
God. 

Against the screen were hung a number 
of twisted wax tapers, forming coils. These 
were employed on vigils and at the Christ- 
mas Eve service at night. One of these 
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Goronwy took down. He said no word 
to Morwen, but went out as silently as he 
had entered. 

" I thank you," said Pabo. " I would 
not myself enter lest Cadell should be 
there, and he recognise me." 

**You need not have feared that," 
laughed Goronwy. "He is not one to 
spend hours in prayer. He is not there." 

** Then will I enter and pray." 

** Nay," Goronwy interposed. *' There 
are others there who it were well should 
not see you." 

** Be it so," said Pabo. ** And now — 
find Morwen, ay — and speak with Howel 
also. Tell him naught of Ogofau. I 
shall have something to say shortly that 
will make the hearts of all Welshmen 
dance." 

** And will you not tell me ? " 

**A11 in good time, lad. As yet I can- 
not say, for in sooth it is an expectation 
and not a certainty." 

Then he departed. Goronwy leaned 
against the church wall, looking in the 
direction he had taken, perplexed and not 
knowing what he should do. 

Pabo took his course over the brawling 
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Annell, below the church, and mounted a 
spur of hill, among woods, till he came to 
a hollow, an incipient glen that ran west, 
and. opposite rose a rounded height 
crowned by a camp, the Caer of ancient 
Cynyr, the father of the Five Saints. It 
was thence these holy brothers had de- 
scended to place themselves under the 
tuition of Cynwyl. It was when these 
five had disappeared into the gold-mine 
that the father had surrendered his prin- 
cipality to the missionary who had come 
among them from the North, and thus 
had constituted the Archpriesthood, hold- 
ing a chieftaindom over the Caio district. 

And now Pabo descended among stumps 
of trees and broken masses of stone, and 
all at once stood on the edge of a great 
crater, into which the silvery light of the 
moon from behind a haze flowed, and 
which it filled. Out of this circular basin 
shot up a spire of rock, called the Belfry 
of Gwen — of her who had dared to enter 
the mine to spy on the Saints in their 
magic sleep. 

Cautiously Pabo descended the steep 
side, where the rubble, sifted for gold, 
sloped to the floor. 
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On reaching the bottom he looked 
around him. 

He was in an amphitheatre of rock, here 
abrupt, there buried under slopes of detritus. 

The moon came out and sent the shadow 
of Gwen's Belfry across the level white 
floor of the mine. 

What the Romans had done was to 
scoop out the interior of a nodule of hill, 
much as we now dig out the inside of a 
Stilton cheese, and leave the walls intact^ 
But there existed this difference : that the 
walls were not like a cheese-rind, that 
could be pierced through. They were but 
portions of the mountain, into which, by 
adits from the crater, the miners had 
burrowed. Most of these old tunnels 
were choked, some hidden under slides of 
rubble, but one gaped black, and it was 
into this that the Five Saints had entered 
according to legend, and Gwen also. And 
now Pabo was about to penetrate as well. 
Doubt of the reality of the discovery made 
by the hermit had departed. Pabo was 
fully convinced that he would light on the 
hoard. His sole fear was lest he should 
forget the directions he had seen traced 
on the plank. 
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There was little wind now, below in this 
bowl. He struck flint and steel together 
and obtained a light. Then he kindled his 
wax taper, signed himself with the cross, 
and entered the cave. 

For some way in, the floor was covered 
with stones that had been thrown in. The 
roof was higher than his head, and was 
arched. 

This was no natural cavern like that 
under Careg Cennen. This was cut by 
man's hand, out of rock very different in 
character, colour, and texture from the 
limestone. 

The light from his taper glittered in the 
water that trickled over the sides, and in 
the pools that here and there lay in the 
footway. There were no stalagmites. 
Pabo could distinguish the marks of the 
picks used to excavate the adit. All at 
once he was startled by a rushing and 
whistling. 

He drew back, and past him swept 
legions of bats that had hitherto lived 
undisturbed in this cave. They came 
back, flickered near his face, threatened 
his light, and he shouted and threw 
stones. Then — he saw, heard them no 
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more. They had issued from the portal 
and had gone to hunt under the open sky. 

Now the ground rose ; there had been 
an accumulation of soil, and he was forced 
to bend low to pass on. But presently the 
floor sank and the vault was loftier, and 
he pursued his course erect. 

The ground now was hard rock, not 
earth, and it rang under his steps. It 
was also dry. The air was intensely still. 

The candle cast but a feeble light, and 
that but imperfectly illumined the way 
before him. He could best see by hold- 
ing it above his head, yet was able to do 
this only where the arched roof was high, 
and he ever feared lest it should strike on 
a rock and become extinguished. 

The passage bulged and became a hall, 
and here it seemed to him that he saw 
some blue object before him. He stood, 
uncertain what it was, and whether to 
venture towards it. Presently he dis- 
covered that it was a patch of light, a 
reflection of some of the moonlit vapour 
in the sky falling through a small orifice 
far, far above in a dome, the height of 
which he could not measure. In contrast 
with the yellow flame of his candle, this 
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feeble spot had looked blue as a turquoise. 
He tried to recollect the plan sketched on 
the board, and he did remember that this 
hall was there indicated, with Ibi lumen 
scrawled beside it. He traversed this hall 
and entered another passage, or a con- 
tinuance of the same, beyond. Then he 
put his hand to his brow, and endeavoured 
to recall the sketch of the mine — and felt 
that it was gone from him. 

While lying in prison at Careg Cennen 
he had recalled it distinctly — ^he now, 
indeed, remembered that there was a 
direction in sinistram or ad dextram, he 
could not now say which, and where the 
turn was to be made. However, there 
surely could be no mistake — ^as he had the 
way open before him. 

Hitherto he had felt no fear. Possibly 
his incarceration in partial darkness had 
accustomed him to some such places ; he 
pushed on, moreover, animated with hope. 
And he placed some confidence in his 
blessed taper from the church of the 
patron of his family and tribe. 

But suddenly he sprang back, and only 
just in time. In front of him, occupying 
the whole width of the passage, was a 
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hole. How deep it was he had some 
means of judging by hearing the bound 
and rebound of a stone dislodged by his 
foot. 

''Cave puteum;'' now he recalled the 
warning. 

He crept forward cautiously, and ex- 
tended his light over the gulf. It illumined 
the sides but a little way down. Judging 
by the time a stone took in falling before 
it plashed into water, it must have been 
about fifty feet in depth. 

The well was not large at the mouth. 
And now Pabo distinctly remembered that 
the Thesaurus was not far beyond it. 

It did not occur to him to return. He 
was so near the goal that reach it he must. 

He examined attentively the sides. Not 
a thread of a track existed whereby the 
abyss might be skirted. There were no 
pieces of wood about by means of which 
it could be bridged. 

The wells mouth was but four feet in 
diameter. Surely he could leap that ! 

He stepped back two, three strides, 
and bounded. He reached the ground 
beyond, but in the spring his light was 
extinguished. 
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The snuff was glowing, and he blew on 
it, but it would not flame. 

"It matters not," said he. "I have my 
tinder and steel ; I can relight it. Now 
on, on to the gold ! " 

He stepped forward in the dark, but 
holding the taper with the smouldering 
snuff. Then his steps sounded as though 
he were in a wide chamber. He held out 
his hands : the walls had fallen away. A 
few steps further, and he stumbled, and, 
stumbling, dropped on his knees, and saw 
by the expiring light of the snuff — the 
glint of ingots of gold. 

The last spark went out, and he was in 
complete darkness. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

AURI MOLES PRiEGRANDIS 

PABO rose to his feet at once. He 
had seen, he had touched the gold. 
The wax taper had dropped from his hand 
as he fell. He groped for it and soon 
found it. Then he put his hand to his 
pouch for flint and steel. They were not 
there. He searched the breast of his 
tunic. They were not there either. Then 
he passed his hand over the floor> thinking 
that he might have dropped them from his 
pouch when he fell. As yet he was not 
alarmed, rather concerned, as he was im- 
patient to see the treasure. Kneeling, he 
groped on all sides of him, but could not 
find what he sought. His hand touched 
ingots ; that he knew by their shape, and 
that they were of gold he was assured by 

the yellow glint when his wax light fell. 

256 




AURI MOLES PR^GRANDIS 257 

Still bending on one knee, and with a 
hand on the ground, he began to consider 
what could have become of flint and steel. 
Was it possible that he had left them out- 
side the "Ogof" when he lighted the 
taper? He racked his brain. He dis 
tinctly recalled the kindling of the wick. 
He could not remember having replaced 
the flint, steel, and tinder in his pouch. 
It might have occurred that flint or steel 
had fallen out when he stumbled, or even 
when he leaped the chasm, but not that 
tinder as well should have gone. He 
knew that whilst engaged in kindling the 
taper he had placed the now missing 
articles on a stone just within the entrance. 
There they might be still. He must have 
forgotten to replace them in his purse. 
Forgotten those things most necessary 
to him in the mine! Only conceivable 
through the occupation of his thoughts 
over the treasure in quest of which he was 
venturing. He had found the treasure, but 
now was without the means of reckoning 
what was the amount, even of seeing it. 

Again he groped about the floor, in 
desperation, hoping against conviction 

that the flint, steel, and tinder might be 
18 
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lying there. His hands passed over the 
cold, damp rock ; it was in vain ; and 
weariness at length compelled him to 
desist. Now only did the whole horror 
of his situation weigh on him. The 
chasm lay between him and his way back. 
He might, possibly enough, by feeling find 
the passage by which he had entered ; but 
how could he traverse that awful abyss? 
He was buried alive. 

He sat in the darkness listening. 

He heard no sound whatever, save at 
long intervals a drip of water. 

He stared into the blackness of night 
that surrounded him, but could see not the 
faintest trace of light. And yet — not at 
any great distance was the hall into which 
a pearly ray fell from an orifice above ; but 
between him and that spot of light lay the 
well. 

Were it not better to essay to return, 
and risk the headlong fall into that gulf, 
than to sit there in darkness, in solitude, 
till death by starvation came on him, and 
hear the slow ticking of the falling drops ? 

What chance of rescue had he ? 

True that he had sent word to his wife 
to meet him at the Ogofau — the caves, in 
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the plural, not to seek for him in the one 
Ogof, in the singular, that was specially 
dreaded as the haunt of Gwen, and the 
place where slept the Five Saints. 

Would his wife think of seeking him 
therein? Could she possibly venture so 
far from the light? It was not credible. 

He tried to rise, but his limbs were stifF, 
and he shivered as with cold. 

Cautiously, with extended hands, he 
groped for the wall, and finally reached 
it. Then, passing them along, he felt his 
way towards the opening to the passage. 
But as to his direction, of that he knew 
nothing, could form no conjecture. While 
searching for his kindling tools, he had 
turned himself about and lost every ink- 
ling as to the course by which he had 
entered. 

After a while his right hand no longer 
encountered rock, and stepping sideways, 
he held with his left hand to the wall and 
stretched forth the right, but felt nothing. 
Letting go, but with reluctance, he moved 
another step sideways and now touched 
rock again. 

He had found the passage, and he took 
a few steps down it, drawing his hand 
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along the side. He put forth the right 
foot, feeling the floor lest he should come 
unawares on the chasm. So he crept on, 
but whether he were going forward in a 
straight line or was describing a curve, he 
did not know. His brain was in a whirl. 
Then he struck his head against a prong 
of rock that descended from above, and 
reeled back and fell. 

For a while, without being completely 
stunned, he lay in half-consciousness. His 
desperate condition filled him with horror. 

What if he did find his way to the le^ge 
of the well? Could he leap it? If he 
made the attempt, he did not know in 
which direction to spring ; he might 
bound, dash himself against the rock, 
and go reeling down into the gulf. But 
even to make such a leap he must take 
a few strides to acquire sufficient impetus. 
How measure his strides in the pitch 
darkness? How be sure that he did not 
leap too precipitately and not land at all, 
but go down whirling into the depths ? 
And there was something inexpressibly 
hideous in the thought of lying dead below, 
sopping in water at the bottom of that 
abyss — sopping till his flesh parted from 
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the bones, away from the light, his fate 
unknown to his wife, his carcase there 
to He till Doomsday. 

Partly due to the blow he had received, 
partly to desperation, his mind became 
confused. Strange thoughts came over 
him. He seemed to acquire vision, and 
to behold the Five Saints lying in a niche 
before him,, with their heads on a long 
stone. They were very old, and their 
faces covered with mildew. Their silver 
beards had grown and covered them like 
blankets. One had his hand laid on the 
ground, and the fingers were like stag's- 
horn lichen. 

Then the one saint raised this white 
hand, passed it over his face, opened his 
eyes, and sat lip. 

** Brothers," said he, in a faint, small 
voice, ''let us turn our pillow." 

Thereat the other four sat up, and the 
one who had roused his brethren said, 
" See — we have worn holes in the stone 
with our heads. We will turn our pillow." 

And in verity there were five cup-like 
depressions in the stone. Then the old 
Saint reversed the stone, and at once all 
four laid their heads on it again and went 
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again to sleep. The fifth also relaid his 
head on the stone, and immediately his 
eyes closed. 

Then it was to Pabo as though he saw 
a white face peeping round a corner of a 
rock ; and this was followed by a form — 
thin, vaporous, clad in flowing white robes. 

" Gwen ! Gwen ! " he cried, starting up. 
** You — you know a way forth ! You 
leave in thunder and storm. Let me hold 
to your skirts, and draw me from this pit 
of darkness ! " 

But with his cries the phantasm had 
vanished. His eyes were staring into 
pitch darkness, in which not even a 
spectral form moved. 

And still — he heard at long-drawn 
intervals the drip, drip of water. 

Again he sank back into half-conscious- 
ness, and once more his troubled brain 
conjured up fantastic visions. 

He thought himself again in the cave 
at Careg Cennen, and that the beautiful 
Nest came to him. Somehow, he con- 
fused her with Gwen. She seemed also 
to be vaporous — all but her face and her 
radiant golden hair. What eyes she had, 
and how they flashed and glowed as she 
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spoke of the wrongs done to her country 
and to her people! 

He thought she spoke to him, and said, 
**Oh, Pabo, Pabo, I have trusted in thee! 
My brother, he is raising all Cymraig 
peoples. Take to him the treasure of 
the old Romans. With that he will buy 
harness, and swords, and spears, and will 
call over and enroll levies from Ireland. 
With gold he will bribe, and get admission 
to castles he cannot break up. With gold 
he will get fleets to sail up the Severn 
Sea and harass the enemy as they venture 
along the levels of Morganwg. See, see, 
I have given thee the bracelet of Maxen 
the Emperor! It is a solemn trust. Bear 
it to him ; let it not be lost here in the 
bowels of the earth ! " 

And again he started with a cry and 
said, " Help, help. Princess Nest 1 Me 
thou didst draw out of the dungeon. Me 
thou didst bring up out of the cave. 
Deliver me now ! " 

And again all was blackness, and there 
was no answer. Still continued the mono- 
tonous drip. Then Pabo bit his tongue, 
and resolved by no means to suffer himself 
to fall away into these trances again. 
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With strong resolution he fought with 
phantom figures as they rose before his 
eyes, with drowsiness as it crept over his 
brain, with whispers and mutterings that 
sounded in his ears. 

How long the time was that passed he 
knew not. He might have counted the 
drips of water, yet knew not the length of 
each interval between the falling of the 
drops. 

He forcibly turned his mind to Morwen, 
and wondered what would become of her. 
Howel he trusted to do his uttermost, but 
Howel would have been hung but for his 
opportune return. 

Then his mind turned to the prospects 
of down-trampled Wales ; to the chances 
of Griffith — to the defection and treachery 
of the King of North Wales ; to the dis- 
couragement that had followed the abortive 
attempt of Owen ap Cadogan. But Owen 
had been a man false of heart, seeking only 
his selfish ends : without one spark of 
loyalty to his nation. Far other was 
Griffith. His beauty, his open manner, 
his winning address, were matched with a 
character true, brave, and sympathetic. 
In him the people had a leader in whom 




AURI MOLES PR^GRANDIS 265 

they could trust. And yet what would be 
his chances against the overwhelming 
power of England and Normandy? 

Before Pabo's eyes, as they closed un- 
consciously, clouds seemed to descend, 
overspread and darken his beautiful land. 
He saw again and again devastation sweep 
it. He saw alien nobles and alien prelates 
fasten on it and suck its resources like 
leeches. There passed before him, as it 
were, wave on wave of darkness, fire, and 
blood. And then — suddenly a spark, a 
flame, a blaze, and in it a Welsh prince 
mounting the English throne, one of the 
blood of Cunedda — the ancestor of the 
Saint of Caio, their loved Cynwyl. The 
lions ! the black lions of Cambria waving 
over the throne of England ! 

Pabo started with a thrill of triumph, 
but it was to hear a shriek, piercing, harsh, 
horrible, ring through the vault, followed 
by crash, crash, again a dull thud — and a 
splash. 

Thereon all was silent. 

Dazed in mind, unaware whether he 
were dreaming still, or whether what he 
had heard were real, with every nerve 
quivering, with his blood fluttering in his 
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temples, at his heart, he shut his eyes, 
clutched the ground, and held his breath. 

And then — next moment a flash — and a 
cry— ^' Pabo ! " 

He opened his eyes — but saw nothing, 
only light. But he felt arms about him, 
felt his head drawn to a soft and throbbing 
bosom, felt warm tears dropping on his 
face. 

*' Pabo ! oh, my Pabo ! it was not you!" 

By degrees his faculties returned. 

Then he saw before him Howel bearing 
a horn lantern ; but he felt, he could not 
see, her who had folded him in her arms 
and was sobbing over him. 

'*We have found you,** said Howel. 
** But for her I would not have dared to 
enter. Yet she would have gone alone. 
She saw thy flint and steel on a stone at 
the entrance. She was full of fear, and 
left me no rest till I agreed to accompany 
her. Tell me, what was that fearful cry ? '* 

*' I know not. The place is full of 
phantoms. " 

'' Was there none with thee ? '* 

** None. Were ye alone ? ** 

** We were alone.** 

**Then it was the cry of Gwen, or of 
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some* evir spirit. And oh! Howel. Auri 
moles prcBgrandis. " 

** I understand not." 

*'Come and see." 

Pabo started to his feet now, disengaging 
himself gently from the arms of his wife 
but not relaxing the hold of her hand 
which he clasped. 

A few steps were retraced to the hall, 
and there lay the fallen wax taper, and 
there, piled up, were ingots of gold. 

*' See ! " exclaihied Pabo. '' For Griflfith 
ap Rhys. With this — at last something 
may be done." 

Howel passed his lantern over it 
meditatively. 

**Yes," he said, **it is just what has 
been the one thing that has failed us 
hitherto." 

** Not the only thing ; the other — a true 
man." 

** Right. We have here the means of 
success, and in Griffith — the true leader." 

** Come ! " said Pabo. ** I must to the 
light. I am weary of darkness." 

He rekindled his wax taper at HowelFs 
light, and all proceeded on their way ; and 
before many minutes had elapsed were in 
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the domed chamber, traversed from above 
by a tiny ray of moonlight. 

Pabo stood still. His head spun. 

" But the well ! the well ! " 

His wife and Howel looked at him with 
surprise. 

** How came you to me ? How did you 
pass the chasm ? " 

" There was no chasm. We have re- 
turned as we went." 

Pabo clasped his head. 

*' There is a well. I leaped it. I feared 
to fall into it." 

Then all at once, clear before him stood 
the plan as drawn by the hermit. From 
the chamber where light was there were 
two passages leading to the treasure — one 
had in it the well — that was the turn to 
the right, and the direction had been to go 
to the left. He who had seen the map 
had gone wrong. They who had never 
seen it went right. But, we may ask, 
what was that cry.*^ From whom did it 
issue ? 

All that can be said is this : Goronwy, 
after having given the message, watched 
curiously, and saw Morwen go to the 
house of Howel. Had he not been in- 
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quisitive to know the meaning of the 
meeting in Ogofau, he would have 
betrayed her at once to Rogier. As it 
was, he resolved to follow and observe, 
unseen. 

He had done so, and at a distance, after 
Howel and Morwen, he had entered the 
mine. 

More cannot be said. 

Goronwy was never seen again. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

THE PLYGAIN OF DYFED 

LIKE an explosion of fire- damp in a 
coal-mine — sudden, far-reaching, 
deadly — so was the convulsion in South 
Wales. 

All was quiet to-day. On the morrow 
the whole land, from the Bay of Cardigan 
to Morganwg, was in flames. The rising 
had been prepared for with the utmost 
caution. 

The last to anticipate it were the soldiery 
under Rogier, who were quartered in Caio. 
Notwithstanding imperative orders from 
the bishop at Llawhaden to return to him, 
they had remained where they were, and 
had continued to conduct themselves in 
the same lawless manner as before. They 
scoffed at the tameness with which their 

insolence was endured. 

270 
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''They are Cynwyl conies — des 
lapins ! " they said. '* Say ' Whist ! * and 
nothing more is seen of them than their 
white tails as they scuttle to their 
burrows." 

For centuries this had been an oasis 
of peace, unlapped by the waves of wan 
The very faculty of resistance was taken 
out of these men, who could handle a 
plough or brandish a shepherd s crook, but 
were frightened at the chime of a bowstring 
and the flash of a pike. 

Yet, secretly, arms were being brought 
into the valley, and were distributed from 
farm to farm and from cot to cot ; and the 
men whose wives and daughters had been 
dishonoured, whose savings had been 
carried off, who had themselves been 
beaten and insulted, whose relatives had 
been hung as felons, were gripping the 
swords and handling the lances — eager for 
the signal that should set them free to fall 
on their tormentors. And that signal 
came at last. 

On Christmas Eve, from the top of 
Pen-y-ddinas shot up a tongue of flame. 
At once from every mountain-side an- 
swered flashes of fire. There was light 
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before every house, however small. The 
great basin of Caio was like a reversed 
dome of heaven studded with stars. 

*' What is the meaning of this?" asked 
Rogier, issuing from the habitation he had 
appropriated to himself, and looking round 
in amazement. 

** It is the plygain,'* replied his man, 
Pont d'Arche, who knew something of 
Welsh. 

^'Plygain! What is that?" 

*' The coming in of Christmas. They 
salute it with lights and carols and prayers 
and dances." 

'* Methinks I can hear sounds." 

'' Ay ! they are coming to church." 

** With torches — there are many." 

'*They all come." 

Then a man came rushing up the hill ; 
he was breathless. On reaching where 
stood Rogier, he gasped : '* They come — 
a thousand men, and all armed ! " 

** It is a river of fire." 

Along the road could be seen a waving 
line of light, and from all sides, down the 
mountains ran cascades of light as well. 

** There is not a man is not armed, and 
each woman bears a torch ; their wives 
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come with them, to see revenge done on 



us." 



Then up came Cadell. He was 
trembling. 

** Rogier," he said, ** this is no plygain 
for us — the entire country is stirring. 
The whole people is under arms, and 
swearing to have our blood." 

' ' We will show these conies of Cy n wyl 
that we are not afraid of them." 

**They are no conies now, but lions. 
Can you stand against a thousand men? 
And — this is not all, I warrant. The 
whole of the Towy Valley, and that of the 
Teify, all Dyfed, maybe all Wales, is up 
to-night. Can you make your way 
through ? " 

Rogier uttered a curse. 

*' By the paunch of the Bastard! I 
relish not running before these conies." 

**Then tarry — and they will hang you 
beside Cynwyl's bell, where you slung 
their kinsmen." 

Rogier s face became mottled through 
mingled rage and fear. 

Meanwhile, his men had rallied around 
him, running from the several houses 
they were lodging in ; a panic had seized 
19 
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them. Some, without awaiting orders, 
were saddling their horses. 

*'Hark!" shouted Rogier. '*What is 
that ? " 

The river of light had become a river of 
song. The thunder of the voices of men 
and the clear tones of the women com- 
bined. And from every rill of light that 
descended from the heights to swell the 
advancing current, came the strain as 
well. 

**They have come carolling,** said 
Rogier disdainfully. 

'* Carol, call you this ? ** exclaimed 
Cadell. ** It is the war-song of the sons 
of David. ' Let God arise, and let his 
enemies be scattered : let them also that 
hate him, flee before him. Like as the 
smoke vanisheth, so shalt thou drive them 
away : and like as wax melteth at the fire, 
so let the ungodly perish * '* 

*' I will hear no more,** said Rogier. 
*' Mount! And Heaven grant us a day 
when we may revenge this.'* 

'' I will go too,*' said Cadell. '' Here I 
dare not remain.** 

Before the advancing river of ni&t: 
arrived at the crossing of the Annelid the 
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entire band of the Normans had fled — 
not one was left. 

Then up the ascent came the procession. 

First went the staff of Cynwyl, not now 
in its gold and gem-encrusted shrine, but 
removed from it — a plain, rough, ashen 
stick, borne aloft by Morgan ap Seyssult, 
its hereditary guardian, and behind him 
came Meredith, with his two attendant 
bards, all with their harps, striking them 
as the multitude intoned the battle-song 
that for five hundred years had not 
sounded within the sanctuary of David. 
The women bore torches aloft, the 
men marched four abreast, all armed and 
with stern faces, and Pabo was there — 
and led them. 

The Archpriest, on reaching the church, 
mounted a block of stone, and dismissed 
the women. Let them return to their 
homes. A panic had fallen on those who 
had molested them, and they had fled. 
The work was but begun, and the men 
alone could carry it on to the end. 

Rogier and his men did not draw rein 
till they had reached the Ystrad Towy, 
the broad valley through which flowed the 
drainage of the Brecknock Mountains. 
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And there they saw that on all sides 
beacons were kindled ; in every hamlet 
resounded the noise of arms. At Llandeilo 
they threw themselves into Dynevor, which 
had but a slender garrison. But there 
they would not stay ; and, avoiding 
such places as were centres of gathering 
to the roused natives, they made for 
Carmarthen. 

The castle there was deemed impreg- 
nable. It was held mainly by Welsh 
mercenaries in the service of Gerald of 
Windsor. Rogier mistrusted them ; he 
would not remain there, for he heard that 
Griffith ap Rhys, at the head of large 
bodies of insurgents, was marching upon 
Carmarthen. 

Next day the brother of the bishop was 
again on the move with his men by day- 
break, and passed into the Cleddau Valley, 
making for Llawhaden. 

In the meantime the men of Caio were 
on the march. None were left behind 
save the very old and the very young and 
the women. 

They marched four abreast, with the 
staff of Cynwyl borne before them. Now 
the vanguard thundered the battle-song of 
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David, **Cyfoded Duw, gwasgarer ei 
elynion ; a ffoed ei gaseion o*i flaen ef." 

They sang, then ceased, and the rear- 
guard took up the chant : *' When thou 
wentest forth before the people ; when 
thou wentest through the wilderness, the 
earth shook and the heavens dropped." 
They sang on and ceased. Thereupon 
again the vanguard took up the strain, 
** Kings with their armies did flee, and 
were discomfited ; and they of the house- 
hold divided the spoil." 

Thus chanting alternately, they marched 
through the passage among the mountains 
threaded by the Sarn Helen, and before 
the people went Pabo, wearing the bracelet 
of Maximus, the Roman Emperor, who 
took to wife that Helen who had made the 
road, and who was of the royal British 
race of Cunedda. 

So they marched on — following the 
same course as that by which the Norman 
cavalcade had preceded them. And this 
was the Plygain in Dyfed in the year 
1115. 

The host came out between the portals 
of the hills at Llanwrda, and turned about 
and descended the Ystrad Towy, by the 
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right bank of the river ; and the daybreak 
of Christmas saw them opposite Llanga- 
dock. The grey light spread from behind 
the mighty ridge of Trichrug, and revealed 
the great fortified, lonely camp of Cam 
G6ch towering up, with its mighty walls of 
stone and the huge cairn that occupied the 
highest point within the enclosure. 

They halted for a while, but for a while 
only, and then thrust along in the same 
order, and with the same resolution, in- 
toning the same chant, on their way to 
Llandeilo. There they tarried for the 
night, and every house was opened to 
them, and on every hearth there was a 
girdle-cake for them. 

On the morrow the whole body was 
again on the march. Meanwhile, the 
garrison had fled from Dynevor to Careg 
Cennen, and the men of Ystrad Towy 
were camped against that fortress, from 
which, on the news of the revolt, Gerald 
had escaped to Carmarthen. 

By the time the men of Caio were 
within sight of this latter place, it was in 
flames. 

And tidings came from Cardigan. The 
people there had with one acclaim declared 
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that they would have Griflfith as their 
prince, and were besieging Strongbow's 
castle of Blaen- Forth. 

But the men of Caio did not tarry at 
Carmarthen to assist in the taking of the 
castle. Only there did Pabo surrender 
the bracelet of Maxen to the Prince, with 
the message from his sister. 

They pushed on their way. 

Whither were they bound ? Slowly, 
steadily, resolvedly on the track of those 
men who had outraced them to their place 
of retreat and defence, the bishop's Castle 
of Llawhaden. 

Now when Bernard heard that all Caio 
was on the march, and came on unswerv- 
ingly towards where he was behind strong 
walls and defended by mighty towers, then 
his heart failed him. He bade Rogier 
hold out, but for himself he mounted his 
mule, rode to Tenby Castle ; nor rested 
there, but took ship and crossed the 
mouth of the Severn estuary to Bristol, 
whence he hasted to London, to lay the 
tidings before the King. And with him 
went Cadell, the chaplain. 

It was evening when the host of Caio 
reached Llawhaden, and Rogier from the 



28o PABO THE PRIEST 

walls heard the chant of the war-psalm. 
*'God shall wound the head of his 
enemies : and the hairy scalp of such a 
one as goeth on still in his wicked- 
ness . . . that thy foot may be dipped 
in the blood of thine enemies : and that 
the tongue of thy dogs may be red 
through the same." 

He shuddered — a premonition of evil. 

Pabo would have dissuaded his men 
from an immediate assault ; but they 
were not weary, they were eager for the 
fray. They had cut down and were 
bearing faggots of wood and carried 
huge bundles of fern. Some faggots 
went into the moat, others were heaped 
against the gates. The episcopal barns 
were broken into, and all the straw 
brought forth. 

Then flame was applied, and the 
draught carried the fire with a roar 
within. 

By break of day Llawhaden Castle 
was in the hands of the men of Caio. 
They chased its garrison from every wall 
of defence; they were asked for, they 
gave no quarter. Those who had so 
long tyrannised over them lay in the 
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galleries, slain with the sword, or thrust 
through with spears. Only Rogier, hung 
by the neck, dangled from a beam thrust 
through an upper window. 



CHAPTER XXV 



THE WHITE SHIP 



THE rebellion extended, castle after 
castle fell ; those of the Normans 
who remained maintained themselves 
within fortresses, like Pembroke and 
Aberystwyth, that could receive pro- 
visions from the sea. Powys was seeth- 
ing — a thrill of excitement had run through 
Gwynedd, and the aged King there 
quaked lest his people should rise, de- 
throne him, and call on Griffith to reign 
over them, and combine north and south 
in one against the invader. 

It was in the favour of the Welsh that 
King Henry was out of the country. He 
was warring against the French King in 
Normandy, and the malcontents in the 
duchy. 

In order to punish the Welsh, he had 
sent Owen ap Cadogan at the head of a 
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body of men into the country. Owen was 
furious because the people of Cardigan 
had greeted Griffith as their prince. Car- 
digan was the kingdom to which Owen 
laid claim, but he had done nothing to 
maintain this claim against Strongbow. 
Yet no sooner did he hear that a cousin, 
Griffith ap Rhys, had been welcomed there 
as its deliverer and prince, than in uncon- 
trolled rage he gathered a troop of ruffians, 
and aided by the men afforded him by 
King Henry, he invaded Dyfed, and took 
an oath that he would massacre every 
man, woman, and child he came across 
till he had cut his way and left a track of 
blood from the Usk to the Atlantic. 

Thus a Welsh prince, with a mixed host 
of Welshmen and English, had come 
among the mountains that had cradled 
him to exterminate those of his own 
blood and tongue. 

The horrors he committed, his remorse- 
less savagery, sent men and women flying 
before him to the wastes and heaths of the 
Brecknock Mountains, and they carried 
with them the infirm and feeble, knowing 
well that Owen would spare neither the 
greybeard nor the infant. 
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Enraged at not finding more food for 
his sword, he marked his onward course 
with flame, destroying farms and home- 
steads. 

An appointment was made for the host 
of Owen, another led by Robert Consul, 
and the disciplined foreigners under Gerald 
of Windsor, who had been reinforced from 
the sea — to converge and unite in one 
great army for the chastisement of South 
Wales. 

It so happened, while thus marching, 
that Owen, with about a hundred men, 
detached himself from the main body to 
fall on and butcher a party of fugitives 
on their way to the fastnesses of the 
mountains. Returning with their plunder 
and their blades dripping with blood, 
Owen and his ruffians came near to 
where Gerald of Windsor was on his way. 

Then up flamed the rage of the baron, 
and he resolved on using the opportunity 
to discharge a personal debt of honour. It 
was this Owen who had penetrated as a 
friend into Pembroke, and had carried off 
Gerald's wife. Nest. 

At once he turned and fell on Owen 
and his murderous band, cut them to 
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pieces, and slew the man against whom 
he bore so bitter a grudge. 

Henry had returned from Normandy ; 
he was triumphant. Peace had been de- 
clared, and his son William had been 
invested with the duchy. The King 
hastened to Westminster as soon as he 
had landed, expecting his sons, William 
and Richard, and his daughter, Adela, 
to follow him in a day or two. As he was 
about to embark at Barfleur, there had 
come to him one Thomas FitzStephen, 
the son of the man who had conveyed 
the Conqueror to England. At his peti- 
tion, Henry accorded him the favour of 
convoying the princes and the princess 
across the Channel in his splendid new 
vessel, the White Ship. 

The crew, greatly elated at this honour, 
after having received their passengers on 
board, begged Prince William that he 
would order drink to be supplied them, 
and this he imprudently granted. A revel 
ensued, which was kept up even after the 
King and his fleet had put to sea. Owing 
to this, Henry arrived in England without 
the White Ship remaining in sight and 
forming a portion of the fleet. He was 
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not, however, in any concern, as the sea 
was calm and there was little wind, and 
he made his way at once to Windsor. 

Almost immediately on his arrival, Nest 
appeared before him. 

The King was in a bad humour. He 
was vexed at his children not having 
arrived. He was very angry because his 
porcupine was dead. The servant whose 
duty it was to attend to the natural rarities 
Henry collected, assured him that this 
death was due to the porcupine's licking 
himself like a cat, to keep himself clean, 
and he had accidentally swallowed one of 
his own quills, which had transfixed his 
heart. 

'' And, Sire," said the man ; " when I 
saw him licking himself, I blessed Heaven, 
as I thought it to be a token of fair 
weather while your Majesty was crossing 
the sea." 

*^ You should not have suffered him to 
lick himself," said the King angrily. 

** Sire, I believed he was cleaning his 
spines, that he might present his best 
appearance to your Majesty." 

** Take him away ! " ordered Henry, 
addressing a man-at-arms, **and say he 
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is to receive fifty stripes at the pillory for 
his oegligence. Well, what are you here 
for, Nest? This is a cursed bad augury 
on my return to find my porcupine dead 
and you here with a complaint." 

** Sire,** said the Princess, **atone time 
my presence was not of ill-augury to you." 

** Times have changed. I am driven 
mad with rebellion. First in Normandy, 
then in Wales. One has no peace. But 
I have beaten down all opposition in the 
duchy, and now I shall turn my attention 
to your country. What do you want ? 
To threaten and scold, as once before ? " 

*VNo — only to entreat." 

'* Oh, you women ! you plead, and if 
you do not get what you ask, then you 
menace. What one of all your threats 
and denunciations has come true ? What 
single one ? " 

**Oh, my Sovereign, "said Nest, **hearken 
to me but this once. Now there is an 
occasion such as may not present itself 
again of pacifying Wales and making my 
dear people honour you and submit to 
your sceptre." 

-What is that?" 

** Owen ap Cadogan is dead. He 
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entered his native land slaying and lay- 
ing waste, so that every Cymric heart 
trembled before him — some with fear, 
others with resentment. And now — he 
is dead, Gerald my husband, who had 
some wrong to redress " 

Henry burst into derisive laughter. 

** Gerald killed him; and now the Welsh 
people hail him as having delivered them 
from their worst foe." 

** Then let them submit." 

** But, Sire and King, their wrongs are 
intolerable. Oh, let there be some holding 
of the hand. Lay not on them more 
burdens ; meddle not further with their 
concerns. I speak to you now, not for 
the princes, but for the people." 

** It is well you speak not for the princes. 
The worst of all, a rebellious dragon, is 
your brother Griffith. Him I shall not 
spare." 

'' I speak for the people. Sire, there is 
one truth they have taken to heart now 
by the fall of Owen. It is that given in 
Scripture : Put not your trust in princes ! 
Those we have known have failed ; and 
fail they all will, because they seek their 
own glory, and not the welfare of the 
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people. Our Cymri know this now. 
Griffith of Gwynedd and Owen of Car- 
digan have taught them that. Therefore, 
they are ready to bow under the sceptre 
of England, if that sceptre, in place of 
being used to stir up one prince against 
another, be laid on all to keep them in 
tranquillity. What my people seek is 
peace, protection, justice. Sire, you are 
mistaken if you believe that the Welsh 
people rise against the overlordship of your 
Crown. They rise because they can ob- 
tain no peace, no justice from the Norman 
adventurers sent among them, and no pro- 
tection against their best lands being taken 
from them and given to Flemings. Sire, 
trust the people. Be just and generous to 
them. Protect them from those who would 
eat them up. All they rise for, fight for — 
are the eternal principles of justice as 
between man and man. Your men snatch 
from them their lands ; their homes they 
are expelled. from; even their churches are 
taken from them." 

** Ah, ha. Nest ! I have the sanction of 

Heaven there. Did not your • British 

Church resist Augfustine ? Does it not now 

oppose our See of Canterbury? And as 

20 
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Heaven blesses the right and punishes 
the wrong, so has it marvellously inter- 
posed to silence evil tongfues. When my 
Bernard was resisted, fire fell from heaven 
and consumed those who opposed him, in 
the sight of all men. I believe a hundred 
men were suddenly and instantaneously 
burnt." 

** You heard that from Bernard." 

** It has been published throughout 
England. I have spoken of it myself to 
the successor of the Apostles, to Poj>e 
Callixtus, at Rheims, and he was mightily 
gratified, for said he, * I ever held that 
British Church to be tainted with heresy.' 
And he reminded me that when the 
British bishops opposed Augustine, they 
were massacred at Bangor. Which was 
very satisfactory. So now with my Ber- 
nard " 

" Bernard ! " exclaimed Nest, boldly in- 
terrupting the King, ** Bernard is an arch 
liar! Sire, a priest named Pabo struck 
the bishop in the mouth, and knocked out 
one or two of his teeth." 

'* I noticed this and rallied him on his 
whistling talk. But he said naught of the 
blow." 
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** It was so. And he pretends that 
Pabo was smitten by lightning for having 
thus struck him. But, Sire, I have seen 
this priest since the alleged miracle ; his 
hair is unsinged. He has a hearty appe- 
tite, and good teeth — not one struck out 
by lightning — wherewith to consume his 
food. The smell of fire has not passed 
upon him.'* 

The King broke into a roar of laughter. 

'' That is Bernard ! Bernard to the 
life! A rogfue in business. He cheated 
my Queen, and now tries to cheat me with 
a lie, and sets up as the favoured of 
Heaven. You are sure of it?'* 

** Quite sure; Bernard endeavoured to 
huddle the man out of the way lest the lie 
should be found out." 

" Famous ! " The King had recovered 
his good-humour. *' And to see the 
solemnity and conviction of the Holy 
Father when he heard the story ! " Again 
he exploded into laughter. ** I must go 
tell the Queen. It is fun, it will put her 
in a passion." 

*' And, Sire ! about my people — my poor 
Welsh people ! *' 

" I will see to it. I will consider — what 
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did I hear? You have brought your 
young child with you ? " 

" Yes, Sire, he is without." 

" Let me see him. Has he your beauty 
or Gerald's ugliness ? " 

^* Your Majesty shall judge." 

Nest went towards the door, but turned. 
** Oh, Sire, forget not my entreaty for my 
people." 

"Away— fetch the boy. I will think 
on it." 

Nest left the room. 

In the ante-chamber all present were 
in obvious consternation, pale, and de- 
jected. 

She had left her little son with a ser- 
vant, and she crossed the chamber. 

Then the Chancellor, who was present, 
came to her, drew her into the embrasure 
of a window, and spoke to her in low, 
awestruck tones. At his words her cheek 
blanched. 

** None dare inform him," said the 
Chancellor. **We have instructed the 
child. Suffer him to enter alone and tell 
the tale." 

For a moment Nest could not speak ; 
something rose in her throat. She signed 
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to the boy to come to her. " Do you 
know what to say ? " 

**Yes, mother; that the White Ship " 

"Cast yourself at the King's feet, tell 
him all ; and when you have said the last 
words, * The princes, thy sons, be dead ; 
thy daughter also, she likewise is dead ' — 
then pause and say in a loud voice, * Re- 
member Wales ! ' " 

The child was dismissed. He passed 
behind a curtain, then through the door 
into the royal presence. 

All without stood hushed, trembling 
with emotion, hardly breathing, none 
looking on another. 

Then, in the stillness, came a loud and 
piercing cry ; a cry that cut to the hearts 
of such as heard it like a stiletto. 

In another moment Henry staggered 
forth, blanched, as one drunk, with hands 
extended and lifted before his face, and in 
a harsh voice, like a madman's shriek, he 
cried, "It has come ! The judgment of 
God ! I am a dry and a branchless tree 
blasted in the midst of life — blasted in the 
hour of victory." Then he reeled to a 
table, threw himself on his knees, laid his 
head on his hands, and burst into tears. 
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None moved. None ventured near him. 
The Bishop of London was there — but he 
felt that no words of his were of avail now. 

So they stood, hardly breathing, watch- 
ing the stricken man, who quivered in thfe 
agony of his bereavement. 

Presently he lifted his face — so altered 
as to be hardly recognisable, livid as that 
of a corpse, and running down with tears. 
He turned towards Nest and said, "Go, 
woman, go — it shall be as thou hast desired. 
I am judged." 

What had occurred needs but a few 
words of explanation. 

When the White Ship started, the cap- 
tain assured Prince William that such was 
her speed that she would overtake the 
King's ship, and even pass it and leave 
behind the royal squadron. The signal 
was given, and the White Ship left the 
harbour, impelled to her utmost speed by 
fifty excited rowers ; but she had not pro- 
ceeded far before she was driven violently 
against a reef, which stove in two planks 
of her starboard bow. Prince William 
was put into the boat, and was already on 
his way towards the land when, hearing 
the cries of his sister from the sinking 
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vessel, he ordered his rowers to put back 
and save her. He was obeyed ; but on 
reaching the wreck such a rush was made 
by the frantic passengers to enter their 
boat that she was swamped, and the whole 
crowd was swallowed in the scarcely trou- 
bled sea, William and Richard, the two 
sons of Henry, and their sister Adela, 
and three hundred others, chiefly persons 
of exalted rank, perished on this occasion. 

Nest returned to Wales. 

She had gained all that she desired. 
She went at once to Dynevor. There 
was her brother Griffith, who had done 
much to restore the ruinous castle of his 
fathers, the Kings of Dyfed. 

** Griffith," said she, " I have done what 
I could. For thee, free pardon and rein- 
statement in thy principality — yet is it not 
to be a kingdom, only as a great chief- 
dom. The King undertakes to suffer no 
more English or Normans to enter our 
country and carve out for themselves 
baronies therein. Nor will he send into 
it any more Flemings. But such as are 
here shall remain, and Norman, Fleming, 
and Welshman alike shall be under His 
sceptre, and be justly ruled, the English 
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by their own laws, the Welsh by those of 
Rhodric Dda." She looked round and 
saw Pabo, "And for thee — return thou to 
Caio and thy Archpriesthood — and to thy 
wife. Let Bernard look to it. The King 
will not forget the story of thy being con- 
sumed with fire from Heaven for having 
knocked out one of the bishop's teeth. 
And now, Griffith, give me the armlet 
of Maxen Wledig. We have both de- 
served well of our country." 
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Travel and Adventure 

THE HIGHEST ANDES. By E. A. FitzGerald. With 
40 Illustrations, 10 of which are Photogravures, and a Large Map. 
Royal %vo. 30J. net. 

Also, a Small Edition on Handmade Paper, limited to 50 Copies, 

A narrative of the highest climb yet accomplished. _ The illustrations have been 
reproduced with the greatest care, and the book, in addition to its adventurous 
interest, contains appendices of great scientific value. It also contains a very 
elaborate map, and a panorama. 

THROUGH ASIA. By SvEN Hedin. With 300 Illustrations 
from Photographs and Sketches by the Author, and 3 Maps. Second 
and cheaper Edition in 16 Fortnightly Parts at is. each net ; or in 
two volumes. Royal Svo, 20s. net. 
Extracts from reviews of this ^reat book, which The Times has called * one of the 
best books of the century,' will be found on p. 1 5. The present form of issue places 
it within the reach of buyers of moderate means. 

THE CAROLINE ISLANDS By F. W. Christian. With 

many Illustrations and Maps. Large crown Svo, 12s. 6d, net. 
This book contains a history and complete description of these islands — their physical 
features, fauna, flora; the habits, and religious beliefs of the inhabitants. It is 
the result of many years' residence among the natives, and is the only worthy work 
on the subject. 

THREE YEARS IN SAVAGE AFRICA. By Lionel Decle. 
With 100 Illustrations and 5 Maps. Cheaper Edition. Demy Svo. 
loj. bd. net. 

A NEW RIDE TO KHIVA. By R. L. JEFFERSON. Illustrated. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

The account of nn adventurous ride on a bicycle through Russia and the deserts of 
Asia to Khiva. 



Poetry 



PRESENTATION EDITIONS 

BARRACK-ROOM BALLADS. By Rudyard Kipling. 

55M Thousand. Crown Svo. Leather ^ gilt top^ 6s. net. 

THE SEVEN SEAS. By Rudyard Kipling. 471^ Thousand. 
Crown Svo. Leather, gilt top, 6s. net. 
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ENGLISH LYRICS. Selected and arranged by W. E. 
Henley. Second and cheaper Edition. Fcp. Svo^ 2s, 6d» Leather ^ 
3J. dd. net, 

LYRA FRIVOLA. By A. D. Godley, M.A., Fellow of Mag- 
dalen College, Oxford. Pott Svo. 2s, 6d, 

A little volume (^occasional verse, chiefly academic. 

TLhc TKIlotfiB ot Sba]keBpeate« 

General Editor, Edward Dowden, Litt. D. 

Messrs. Methuen have in preparation an Edition of Shakespeare in 
single Plays. Each play will be edited with a full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 
The first volume will be : 

HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden. Demy Svo, 3^. 6d. 

History and Biography 

THE LETTERS OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
Arranged and Edited with Notes by Sidney COLVIN. Demy Svo. 
2 vols, 255. net. 

These highly important and interesting volumes contain the correspondence of 
Robert Louis Stevenson from his eighteenth year to almost the last day of his life, 
selected and edited, with notes and introductions,^ by Mr. Sidney Colvm, his most 
intimate friend. The letters are very various in subject and character, being 
addressed partly to his family and private friends, and partly to such well known 
living or lately deceased men of letters as Mr. Hamerton, Mr. J. A. Symonds, 
Mr. Henry James, Mr. James Payn, Dr. Conan Doyle, Mr. J. M. Barrie, Mr. 
Edmund Gosse, Mr. F. Locker-Lampson, Mr.^ Cosmo Monkhouse, Mr. Andrew 
Lang, Mr. W. £. Henley^ and the Editor himself. They present a vivid and 
brilliant autobiog^phical picture of the mind and character of the distinguished 
author. It was originally intended that a separate volume containing a full 
narrative and critic^ Life by the EUiitor should appear simultaneously with the 
letters, and form part of the work : but the publication of this has for various 
reasons been postponed. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, President of the Royal Academy. By his Son, J. G. 
MiLLAis. With nearly 300 Illustrations, of which 9 are in photo- 
gravinre. Two volumes. Royal ^vo, 325. net. 

An edition limited to 350 copies will also be printed. This will 
contain 22 of Millais* great paintings reproduced in photogravure, 
with a case containing an extra set of these Photogravures pulled on 
India paper. The price of this edition will be £^j 4^. net. 

In these two magnificent volumes is cont^dned the authoritative biography of the 
most distinguished and popular painter of the last half of the century. They 
contain the story of his extraordinary boyhood, of his early struggles and 
triumphs, of the founding of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, now first given to 
the world in authentic detail, of the iKunting of most of his famous pictures, of his 
friendships with many of the most distinig^ished men of the day m art, letters, 
and politics, of his home life, and of his sporting tastes. There are a large 
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number of letters to bis wife describing the circumstances under which his 
pictures were painted, letters from Her Majesty the Queen, Lord Beaconsfield, 
Mr. Gladstone, Mr. Watts, Sir William Harcourt, Lord Rosebery, Lord 
Leighton, etc., etc. Among them are several illustrated letters from Landseer, 
Le«ch, Du Maurier, and Mike HalUday. The last letter that Liord Beacons- 
field wrote before bis death is reproduced in fac-simile. Mr. VaJ Prinsep con- 
tributes his reminiscences of Millais in a long and most interesting chapter. 
Not the least attractive and remarkable feature of this book will be the magnificence 
of its illustrations. No more complete representation of the art of any painter has 
ever been produced on the same scale. The owners of Sir John Millais' 
most famous pictures and their copjrrights have generously given their consent 
to their rei>roduction in his biography, and, in addition to those pictures with which 
the public is familiar, over two hundred pictures and sketches which have never 
been reproduced before, and which, in all probability, will never be seen 
again by the general public, will appear in these pages. The early chapters 
contain sketches made by Millius at the a^e of seven. There follow some 
exquisite drawings made by him during his Pre-Raphaelite period, a large 
number of sketches and studies made for his great pictures, water colour 
sketches, i>en-and-ink sketches, and drawings, humorous and serious. There axe 
ten portraits of Millais himself,^ including two by Mr. Watts and Sir Exlward 
Bume Jones. ^ There is a portrait of Dickens, taken after death, and a sketch of 
D. G. RossettL Thus the book will be not only a biography of nigh interest and 
an important contribution to the history of English art, but in the best sense of 
the word, a beautiful picture book. 

THE EXPANSION OF EGYPT. A Political and Historical 
Survey. Ly A. Silva White. With four Spedal Maps. Demy 
Svo, 1 5 J. nef. 

This is an account of the political situation in Egypt, and an elaborate description of 
the An^Io- Egyptian Aaministration. It is a comprehensive treatment of the whole 
Egyptian problem by one who has studied every detail on the spot. 

THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW. A Biography. By 
S. Baring Gould, M. A. A new and revised Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown Svo, 35. 6cl. 

This is a completely new edition of the well known biography of R. S. Hawker. 

A CONSTITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL HISTORY OF 
ROME. By T. M. Taylor, M.A., Fellow of Gonville and Caius 
College, Cambridge, Senior Chancellor's Medallist for Classics, 
Porson University Scholar, etc., etc. Crown Svo. Js. 6d» 

An account of the origin and growth of the Roman Institutions, and a discussion of 
the various political movements in Rome from the earliest times to the death of 
Augustus. 

A HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF CYPRUS. By John 

Hackett, M.A. With Maps and Illustrations. Demy Svo. 12s. 
6d. net. 

A work which brings together all that is known on the subject from the introduction 
of Christianity to the commencement of the British occupation. A separate 
division deals with the local Latin Church during the period of the Western 
Supremacy. 

BISHOP LATIMER. By A. J. Carlyle, M.A. Crown Svo. 
3^. 6d. [Leof/ers of Religion Series. 
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Theology 



CHRISTIAN MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 1899. 

By W. R. Inge, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Hertford Collie, 

Oxford. Demy %vo, \^s, 6d, net, 

A complete sttrve^ of the subject from St. John and St.^ Paul to modem times, cover- 
ing the Christian Platonists, Augustine, the Devotional Mystics, the Mediaeval 
Mystics, and the Nature Mystics and Symbolists, including Bdhme and Words- 
worth. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE BOOKS OF THE BIBLE. 
By W. H. Bennett, M. A, and W. F. Adeney, M. A. Crown Svo, 

This volume furnishes students with the latest results in biblical criticism, arranged 
methodically. Each book is treated separately as to date, authorship, etc. 

ST. PAUL, THE MASTER-BUILDER. By Walter Lock, 

D.D., Warden of Keble College. Crown Svo, 35. 6d, 

An attempt to popularise the vecent additions to our knowledge of St. Paul sfi a 
missionary, a statesman and an ethical teacher. 

SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHING. 6d, net. 

ZTbe Cbutcbman'B JSible. 

General Editor, J. H. Burn, B.D., Examining Chaplain to the Bishop 

of Aberdeen. 

Messrs. Methuen propose to issue a series of expositions upon most 
of the books of the Bible. The volumes will be practical and devotional 
rather than critical in their purpose, and the text of the authorised version 
will be explained in sections or paragraphs, which will correspond as far 
as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. 

The volumes will be produced in a very handy and tasteful form, and 
may be obtained in cloth or leather bindings. 

The first volumes will be : 

THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL TO THE GALATIANS. 
Explained by A. W. Robinson, B.D., Vicar of All Hallows, Bark- 
ing. Fcap, Svo. IS, 6d, net. Leather^ 2s. 6d, net. 

ECCLESIASTES. Explained by W. A. Streane, M.A. 
Fcp. Svo, is, 6d, net. Leather , 2s, 6d, net, 

ZTbe Cbutcbman'B Xibtati^« 

Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D. 

THE ENGLISH PRAYER BOOK : Its Literary Workmanship. 

By J. DowDEN, D. D. , Lord Bishop of Edinburgh. Crown Svo. 3^. 6d, 

This volume, avoiding questions of controversy, exhibits the liturgical aims and 
literary methods of the authors of the Prayer Book. 
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JLbc Xibtatis ot Bevotiotu 

Pott Svo, Cloth 25. ; leather 2s, 6d, mt. 
NEW VOLUMES. 

A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE. 
By William Law. Edited, with an Introduction by C. Bigg, D. D. , 
late Student of Christ Churclx. 

This is a reprint, word for word and line for line, of the Editio Princeps. 

THE TEMPLE. By George Herbert. Edited, with an 
Introduction and Notes, by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 

This edition contains Walton's Life of Herbert, and the text b that of the first 
edition. 



Science. 



THE SCIENTIFIC STUDY OF SCENERY. By J. E. Marr, 

Fellow of St John's College, Cambridge. Illustrated. Crown Svo. 
6s. 

An elementary treatise on geomorphology — the study of the earth's outward forms. 
It is for the use of students of physiotl geography and geology, and will also be 
highly interesting to the general reader. 

A HANDBOOK OF NURSING. By M. N. Oxford, of 
Guy's Hospital. Crown Svo» y. 6d. 

This is a complete guide to the science and art of nursing, containing copious 
instruction both general and particular. 



Classical. 



THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS OF ARISTOTLE. Edited, 
with an Introduction and Notes bv John Burnet, M.A., Professor 
of Greek at St. Andrews. Demyovo, i$s. net. 

This edition contains parallel passages from the Eudemian Ethics, printed under the 
text, and there is a full commentary, the main object of which is to interpret 
difficulties in the light of Aristotle's own rules. 

THE CAPTIVI OF PLAUTUS. Edited, with an Introduction, 
Textual Notes, and a Commentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College, Oxford. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net. 

For this edition all the important mss. have been re-collated. An appendix deals 
with the accentual element in early Latin verse. The Commentary is very full. 

ZACHARIAH OF MITYLENE. Translated into English by 
F. J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks, Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. 
net. , [Byzantine Texts, 
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XSbc Xibtari? ot Sport 

THE ART AND PRACTICE OF HAWKING. By E. B. 

Mitchell. Illustrated by G. E. Lodge and others. JDemy Svo, 

los, 6d. 
A complete descni)tion of the Hawks, Falcons, and Eagles used in ancient and 
modem times, with directions for their training and treatment. It is not only a 
historical account, but a complete practical guide. 

THOUGHTS ON HUNTING. By Peter Beckford. Edited 
by J. Otho Paget, and Illustrated by G. H. Jalland. Demy Svo, 
los, 6d» 

This edition of one of the most famous classics of sport contains an introduction and 
many footnotes by Mr. Paget, and is thus brought up to the standard of modem 
knowledge. 

General Literature. 

the book of the west. By S. Baring Gould. With 

numerous Illustrations. Two volumes. Vol. i. Devon. Vol. ii. 

Cornwall. Crown Svo. 6s. each. 

A description of the counties of Devon and Cornwall, in which the scenery, folk-lore, 
history, and antiquities of the two counties are treated with full knowledge and 
high interest. 

PONS ASINORUM; OR, A GUIDE TO BRIDGE. By 
A HuLME Beaman. Fcap. Svo. 2s. 
A practical guide, with many specimen games, to the new game of Bridge. 

ZTbe Xittle 6ui2)eB« 

Pott SvOf cloth 35". ; leather ^ 35. 6d. net. 
NEW VOLUME. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY. By B. C. Windle, F.R.S., 
M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Uniform with Mr. Wells' * Oxford ' and Mr. Thomson's ' Cambridge. 

Methuen's Standard Library. 

THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
By Edward Gibbon. Edited by J. B. Bury, LL.D., Fellow of 
Trinity Collie, Dublin. In Seven Volumes. Demy Svo, gilt top. 
Ss. 6cl. each. Crown Svo. 6s. each. Vol. VII. 
The concluding Volume of this Edition. 

THE DIARY 'OF THOMAS ELLWOOD. Edited by G. C. 
Crump, M.A. Crown Svo. 65. 

This edition is the only one which contains the complete book as originally pub- 
lished. It contains a long introduction and many footnotes. 
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LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE ALIGHIERI. Edited by 
Paget Toynbee, M.A. Crown Svo. 6s, 

This edition of the Italian text of the Divine Comedy, fotinded on Witte's minor 
edition, carefully revised, is issued in commemoration of the sixth century of 
Dante's journey through the three kingdoms of the other world. 



Illustrated and Gift Books. 

THE LIVELY CITY OF LIGG. By Gellett Burgess. 
With many Illustrations by the Author. Small'i^o, 3^. (yd, 

THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 4/^. 7^. 6^/. net 

This highly interesting volume contains zoo drawings by Mr. Phil May, and is 
representative of his earliest and finest work. 

ULYSSES ; OR, DE ROUGEMONT OF TROY. Described 
and depicted by A. H. Milne. Small quarto, 31. 6d, 

The adventures of Ulysses, told in humorous verse and pictures. 

THE CROCK OF GOLD. Fairy Stories told by S. Baring 
Gould, and Illustrated by F, D. Bedford. Crown Svo, 6s, 

TOMMY SMITH'S ANIMALS. By Edmund Selous. 
Illustrated by G. W. Ord. Fcp, Svo. 2s, 6d, 

A little book designed to teach children respect and reverence for animals. 

A BIRTHDAY BOOK. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 
Demy Svo, \os, 6d. 

This is a birthday-book of exceptional dignity, and the extracts have been chosen 

with particular care. 
The three passages for each day bear a certain relation to each other, and form a 

repertory of sententious wisdom from the best authors living or dead. 



Educational. 

PRACTICAL PHYSICS. By H. Stroud, D. Sc, M.A., Pro- 
fessor of Physics in the Durham College of Science, Newcastle-on- 
Tyne. Fully illustrated. Crown Svo, y. 6d, 

[Handbooks of Technology, 

GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. By J. T. Dunn, 
D. Sc, and V. A. Mundella. With many Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
2s. 6d, [Methuen's Science /^rimers. 
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THE METRIC SYSTEM. By Leon Delbos. CrownZvo, is. 

A theoretical and practical guide, for use in elementary schools and by the general 
reader. 

A SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. By Henry Hill, 
B.A., Assistant Master at Worcester School, Cape Colony. Crown 
Svo, 31. 6d, 

This book has been specially written for use in South African schools. 

A KEY TO STEDMAN'S EASY LATIN EXERCISES. By 
C. G. BoTTiNG, M. A Crown Svo, y. net. 

NEW TESTAMENT GREEK. A Course for Beginners. By 
G. Rod WELL, B.A. With a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College. Crown Svo, y. 6d. 

EXAMINATION PAPERS IN ENGLISH HISTORY. By 
J. Tait Wardlaw, B.A., King's College, Cambridge. Crown 
Svo, 25, 6d, [School Examination Series, 

A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Selected by E. C. Marchant, 
M.A, Fellow of Peterhouse, Cambridge, and Assistant Master at 
St. Paul's School. Crown Svo, y, 6d. 

CICERO DE OFFICIIS. Translated by G. B. Gardiner, 
M.A. Croivn Svo, 2s. 6d, [Classical Translations, 



TLbc VlovelB ot CbatlcB Mtkcm* 

Crown Svo, Each Volume y cloth y,, leather 41. net, 

Messrs. Methuen have in preparation an edition of those novels of Charles 
Dickens which have now passed out of copyright. Mr. George Gissing, 
whose critical study of Dickens is both sympathetic and acute, has written 
an Introduction to each of the books, and a very attractive feature of this 
edition will be the illustrations of the old houses, inns, and buildings, which 
Dickens described, and which have now in many instances disappeared 
under the touch of modem civilisation. Another valuable feature will be 
a series of topographical and general notes to each book by Mr. F. G. Kitton. 
The books will be produced with the greatest care as to printing, paper 
and binding. 

The first volumes will be : 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With Illustrations by E. H. New. 
Two Volumes, 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Illustrations by R. J. Williams. 
Two Volumes, 

BLEAK HOUSE. With Illustrations by Beatrice Alcock. Twa 
Volumes, 

OLIVER TWIST. With Illustrations by E. H. New. Two Volunw. 

A2 
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JOyc Xittle Xibtan?. 

Poft Szw. Each Volume^ cloth is. 6d, neL ; leather 2S. 6d, net, 

Messrs. Methuen intend to produce a series of small books under the 
above title, containing some of the famous books in English and other 
literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres. The series 
will also contain several volumes of selections in prose and verse. 

The books will be edited with the most sympathetic and scholarly care. 
Each one will contain an Introduction which will give (l) a short biography 
of the author, (2) a critical estimate of the book. Where they are neces- 
sary, short notes will be added at the' foot of the page. 

The Little Library will ultimately contain complete sets of the novels 
of W. M. Thackeray, Jane Austen, the sisters Bronte, Mrs. Gaskell and 
others. It will also contain the best work of many other novelists whose 
names are household words. 

Each book will have a portrait or frontispiece in photogravure, and the 
volumes will be produced with great care m a style uniform with that of 
* The Library of Devotion. * 

The first volumes will be : 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH LYRICS. With Notes. 

PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane Austen. With an 
Introduction and Notes by E. V. Lucas. Two Volumes, 

VANITY FAIR. By W. M. Thackeray. With an Introduction 
by S. GwYNN. Three Volumes, 

PENDENNIS. By W. M. Thackeray. With an Introduction 
by S. GwYNN. Three volumes. 

EOTHEN. By A. W. Kinglake. With an Introduction and 
Notes. 

CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskell. With an Introduction and 
Notes by E. V. Lucas. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Translated by H. F. Cary. 

With an Introduction and Notes by Paget Toynbek. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. By Mrs. Craik. With 
an Introduction by Annie Matheson. Two volumes. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON. 
Edited by J. C. Collins, M. A. 

THE PRINCESS. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited by 
Elizabeth Wordsworth. 
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MAUD, AND OTHER POEMS. By Alfred, Lord Tenny- 
son. Edited by Elizabeth Wori^sworth. 

IN MEMORIAM. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited by 
H. C. Bebching, M.A. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF SCOTTISH LYRICS. Arranged and 
Edited by T. F. Henderson. 

Fiction 

THE KING'S MIRROR. By Anthony Hope. CrownZvo, 6j. 

THE CROWN OF LIFE. By George Gissing, Author of 

* Demos,' * The Town Traveller,' etc. Crown Svo. 6s. 

A NEW VOLUME OF WAR STORIES. By Stephen 
Crane, Author of * The Red Badge of Courage.' Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE STRONG ARM. By Robert Barr. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

TO LONDON TOWN. By Arthur Morrison, Author of 

* Tales of Mean Streets,' * A Child of the Jago,' etc. Crown %vo. 6s, 

ONE HOUR AND THE NEXT. By The Duchess of 
Sutherland. Crown Svo, 6s. 

SIREN CITY. By Benjamin Swift, Author of * Nancy Noon.' 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

VENGEANCE IS MINE. By Andrew Balfour, Author of 

* By Stroke of Sword.' Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

PRINCE RUPERT THE BUCCANEER. By C. J. Cutcliffe 
Hyne, Author of * Captain Kettle,' etc Crown Svo. 6s. 

PABO THE PRIEST. By S. Baring Gould, Author of 

* Mehalah,' etc. Crown Svo. 6s. 

GILES INGILBY. ByW. E. NORRis. Illustrated. CrownSvo. 
6s. 

THE PATH OF A STAR. By Sara Jeanette Duncan, 
Author of * A Voyage of Consolation. ' Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE HUMAN BOY. By Eden Philpotts, Author of * Chil- 
dren of the Mist.' With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 6s. 

A series of English schoolboy stories, the result of keen observation, and of a most 
engaging wit. 

THE HUMAN INTEREST. By Violet Hunt, Author of 

* A Hard Woman,* etc. Crown Svo. 6s, 
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AN ENGLISHMAN. By Mary L. Pendered. Crown Zvo. 
6s, 

A GENTLEMAN PLAYER. By R. N. Stephens, Author of 
* An Enemy to the King.' Crown Svo, 6j. 

DANIEL WHYTE. By A. J. Dawson, Author of *Bismillah/ 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

% View £2)ition ot the Vloveld ot Aatie Cotellt 

This New Edition Is in a more convenient form than the Library Edition, and 
is issued in a new and specially designed cover. 

In Crown Svo, Cloth, 6s, Leather, 6s. net. 



A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 
VENDETTA. 
THELMA. 

ARDATH : THE STORY OF A 
DEAD SELF. 



THE SOUL OF LILITH. 

WORMWOOD. 

BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD'S TRAGEDY. 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 



XCbe moveltet 

Messrs. Methuen are making an interesting experiment which con- 
stitutes a fresh departure in publishing. They are issuing under the above 
general title a Monthly Series of New Fiction by popular authors at 
the price of Sixpence. Each Number is as long as the average 
Six Shilling Novel. The first numbers of *The Novelist' are as 
follows : — 

I. DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES. E. W. Hornung. 

{jReady, 

II. JENNIE BAXTER, JOURNALIST. Robert Barr. 

[I^eady. 

Ernest Glanville. 

[I^eady, 

W. Pett Ridge. 

IJReady. 

S. Baring Gould. 

[September, 

C. Gleig. 

[Octoder, 



III. THE INCA'S TREASURE. 

IV. A SON OF THE STATE. 
V. FURZE BLOOM. 

VI. BUNTER'S CRUISE. 
VII. 

VIIL A NEW NOVEL. 



[JVlovemSer, 



Mrs. Meade. 



[December, 



A CATALOGUE OF 



Messrs. Methuen's 

PUBLICATIONS 



Poetry 



BndyardEiimiig. BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. By Rudyard Kipling. 
55M Thousand, Crown Svo, 6s, 

'Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, MI 
of character. . . . Unmistakeable genius 
rings in every line.' — Times. 

* The ballads teem with imagination, they 

palpitate with emotion. We read them 
witn laughter and tears ; the metres throb 
in our pulses,^ the cunningly ordered 
words tingle vrith life ; and if this be not 
poetry, what is ? '—Pall Mall Gautte, 

Bndyard Eiplinff. THE SEVEN 
SEAS. By Rudyard Kipling. 
47M Thousand, Cr. Svo, Buckram^ 
gilt top, 6s, 

* The new poems of Mr. Rudyard Kipling 

have all the spirit and swing of their pre- 
decessors. Patriotism is the sol id concrete 
foundation on which Mr. Kipling has 
built the whole of his work.' — Times. 

* The Empire has found a singer ; it is no 

depreciation of the songs to say that 
statesmen may have, one way or other, 
to take account of them.'— AfoMchrster 
Guardian. 
'Animated through and through with in- 
dubitable genius.' — Daily Teleg^raph, 

"a" POEMS AND BALLADS. By 
"Q." Crown ^vo, y.6d, 

' This work has just the faint, ineffable touch 
and glow that make poetry.' — Speaktr, 

"a" GREEN BAYS: Verses and 
Parodies. By"Q." Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. y. 6d, 



E. Mackay. A SONG OF THE SEA. 
By Eric Mackay. Second Edition, 
Fcap, Svo, 5J. 

' Everywhere Mr. Mackay displays himself 
the master of a style marked by all the 
characteristics of the best rhetoric.' — 
Globe. 



A Drama by 
Translated by 
Third Edition, 



H. Ibsen. BRAND. 
Henrik Ibsen. 
William Wilson. 
Crown Svo, y, 6d, 

' The greatest world-poem of the nineteenth 
century next to "Faust" It is in the 
same set with "Agamemnon," with 
" Lear," with the literature that we now 
instinctively reeard as high and holy.' — 
Daily Chronicu, 

"A.G." VERSES TO ORDER. By 
- "A. G." Crown Svo, ^, 6d.net. 

'A capital specimen of light academic 
poetry.'—^/. James's Gazette, 

James ixnillams. VENTURES IN 
VERSE. By James Williams, 
Fellow of Lincoln College, Oxford. 
Croum Svo. y. 6d, 

' In matter and manner the book is admir- 
able.'— ^iltur^vzv Herald, 

J. G. Cordery. THE ODYSSEY OF 
HOMER. A Translation by J. G. 
Cordery. Crown Svo. 71. 6d, 

' A spirited, accurate, and scholarly piece 
oi'mQx}L'— Glasgow Herald, 
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Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc. 



R. L. Sterenson. VAILIMA LET- 
TERS. By Robert Louis Steven- 
son. With an Etched Portrait by 
William Strang. Saond Edition. 
Crown Svo, Buckram, 6s. 

* A fascinating hooV.*— Standard. 

* Full of charm and hn^in^ss.' —Spectator. 

* A gift almost priceless.' — Speaker, 

* Unique in Literature.'— Z7a//;^ Chronicle. 

aWyndham. THE POEMS OF WIL- 
LIAM SHAKESPEARE. Edited 
with an Introduction and Notes by 
George Wyndham, M.P. Demy 
Bvo. Buckram, gilt top, los. 6d. 

This edition contains the * Venus,' ' Lucrece/ 
and Sonnets, and ,is prefaced with an 
elaborate introduction of over 140 pp. 

'One of the most serious contributions to 
Shakespearian criticism that have been 

W published for some time.' — Times. 
e have no hesitation in describing Mr. 
George Wyndham's introduction as a 
masterly piece of criticism, and all who 
love our Elizabethan literature will find a 
very garden of delight in it.*— Spectator. 

* Mr. Wyndham's notes are admirsible, even 

indispensable.' — IVestminster Gazette. 

W. E. Henley. ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Selected and Edited by W. E. 
Henley. Crown Svo, Buckram, 
gilt top, 6s. 

' It is a body of choice and lovely poetry. — 
Bimiingkatn Gazette. 

Henley and Wliibley. A BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. Collected by 
W. E. Henley and Charles 
Whibley. Crotun Svo. Buckram, 
gilt top, 6s. 

* Quite delightful. A greater treat for those 

not well acquainted with pre-Restora- 
tion prose could not be imagined.' — 
Atkemtum, 

H. C. Beechin^r. LYRA SACRA : An 
Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited 
by H, C. Beeching, M. A Crown 
Svo, Buckram, 6s. 

*A charming selection, which maintains a 
lofty standard of excellence.'— rtW;. 



"a" THE GOLDEN POMP. A Pro- 

cession of English Ljrrics. Arranged 

by A. T. Quiller Couch. Crown 

Svo, Buckram. 6s, 

*A delightful volume: a really golden 

" Pomp." '—spectator. 

W.B. Teats. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Edited by W. B. 
Yeats. Crown Svo. y. 6d, 
*An attractive and cathohc selection. — 
Times. 

G/W. Steeyens. MONOLOGUES OF 
THE DEAD. By G. W. Stekvens. 
Foolscap Svo. y. 6d, 
'The effect is sometimes splendid, some- 
times bizarre, but always amazingly 
cXtsts:— Pall Mall GazetU, 

W. H. DixoxL A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. By W. M. Dixon, 
M.A. Cr, Svo. 2S. 6d. 
' Much sound and well-expressed criticism. 
The bibliography is a boon.' — Speaker. 

W, A. Cralgie. A PRIMER OF 
BURNS. By W. A. Craigie. 

Crown Svo. 2j. 6d. 
' A valuable addition to the literature of the 
poet.' — Times. 

L. Magnus. A PRIMER OF WORDS- 
WORTH. By Laurie Magnus. 
Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. 
* A valuable contribution to Wordsworthian 
literature. ' — Literature. 

Steme. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS 
OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. By 
Lawrence Sterne. With an In- 
troduction by Charles Whibley, 
and a Portrait. 2 vols. js. 
' Very dainty volumes are these : the paper, 
type, and light-green bindine are all very 
agreeable to the tye.'—GloSe. 

Congreve. THE COMEDIES OF 
WILLIAM CONGREVE. With an 
Introduction by G. S. Street, and 
a Portrait. 2 vols. js. 

Morier. THE ADVENTURES OF 
HAJJI BABA OF ISPAHAN. By 
James Morier. With an Introduc- 
tion by E. G. Browne, M.A., and a 
Portrait. 2 vols, js. 
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Valton. THE lives of DONNE. 
WOTTON, HOOKER, HERBERT 
AND SANDERSON. By Izaak 
Walton. With an Introduction by 
Vernon Blackburn, and a Por- 
trait 3s. 6d. 

Jolmson. THE LIVES OF THE 
ENGLISH POETS. By Samuel 
Johnson, LL.D. With an Intro- 
duction by J. H. Millar, and a Por- 
trait. 3 vols. 10s. 6d. 

Bums. THE POEMS OF ROBERT 
BURNS. Edited by Andrew Lang 
and W. A, Craigie. With Portrait. 
Second Edition, Demy Svo, gilt top. 

This edition contains a carefolly collated 



Text, nnmerons Notes, critical and text- 
ual, a critical and biographical Introduc- 
tion, and a Glossary. 
'Among editions in one volume, this will 
take the place of authority.' — Times, 

P. Langbridgre. BALLADS OF THE 
BRAVE ; Poems of Chivahy, Enter- 
prise, Courage, and Constancy. 
Edited by Rev. F. Langbridge. 
Second Edition, Cr. Svo, y, 6d, 
School Edition, zs, 6d. 

'A very happy conception happily carried 
ouL^ These "Ballads of the Brave" 
are intended to suit the real tastes of 
bo^s, and will suit the taste of the great 
majority. •—5'^cte/^r. 

'The book is full of splendid things.' — 
IForld. 



Illustrated Books 



John BnnyaiL THE PILGRIM'S 

PROGRESS. By JOHN Bunyan. 

Edited, with an Introduction, by C. H. 

Firth, M.A. With 39 Illustrations 

by R. Anning Bell. Crown Svo, 6s. 

This book contmns a long Introduction by 

Mr. Firth, whose knowledge of the period 

is unrivalled; and it is lavi^ly illustrated. 

* The best " Pilgrim's Progress."'— 

Educational Times. 

F.D. Bedford. NURSERY RHYMES. 
With many Coloured Pictures by F. 
D. Bedford. Super Royal Svo, 5J. 

'An excellent selection of the best known 
rhymes, with beautifully coloived pic- 
tures exquisitely printed.'— Pa// Mall 
Gazette. 

S. Baring Gonld. A BOOK OF 
FAIRY TALES retold by S. Baring 
Gould. With numerous Illustra- 
tions and Initial Letters by Arthur 
J. Gaskin. Second Edition, Cr. Svo. 
Buckram. 6j. 
* Mr. Baring Gould is deserving of grati- 
tude, in re-writing in simple style the 



old stories that delighted our fathers and 
grandfathers.' — Saturday Review. 

S. Barinff Gonld. OLD ENGLISH 
FAIRY TALES. Collected and 
edited by S. Baring Gould. With 
Numerous Illustrations by F. D. 
Bedford. Second Edition, Cr. Svo. 
Buckram. 6s, 

'A charming volume.' — Guardian. 

S. BarinfiT Gonld. A BOOK OF 
NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. Edited by S. Baring 
Gould, and Illustrated by the Bir- 
mingham Art School. Buckram, gilt 
top. Crown Svo. 6s. 

H. 0. Beedilnff. A BOOK OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited by 
H. C. Beeching, M.A., and Illus- 
trated by Walter Crane. Cr. Svo, 
gilt top. y. 6d, 

An anthology which, from its unity of aim 
and high i>oetic excellence, has a better 
right to exist than most of its fellows.'— 
Guardian. 



History 



Gibbon. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
By Edward Gibbon. A New Edi- 
tion, Edited with Notes, Appendices, 



and Maps, by J. B. Bury, LLD., 
Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin. 
In Seven Volumes, Demy Svo, Gilt 
top, Ss, 6d, each. Also Cr. Svo, 6s, 
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each. Vols. /., //.. ///.. IV., V, and 
VL 

*The time has certainly arrived for a new 
cditionofGibbon's great w(xk. . . . Pro- 
fessor Bury is the right man to under- 
take this task. His learning is amazing, 
both in extent and accuracy. The book 
is issued in a handy form, and at a 
moderate price, and it b admirably 
printed. ' — Times. 

* The standard edition of our great historical 

classic.*— Glasg'ow Herald. 

* At last there b an adequate modem edition 

of Gibbon. • . . Ine best edition the 
nineteenth century could produce.'— 
Matuhester Guardian. 

Flinders Petrie. A HISTORY OF 
EGYPT, FROM THE Earliest Times 
TO THE Present Day. Edited by 
W. M. Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., 
LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at 
University College. Fully Illustrated. 
In Six Volumes, Cr. Svo, 6s. each. 

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to 

XVlTH Dynasty. W. M. F. 

Petrie. Fourth Edition. 
Vol. II. The XVIIth and 

XVIIIth Dynasties. W. M. 

F. Petrie. Third Edition. 
Vol. IV. The Egypt op the 

Ptolemies. J. P. Mahaflfy. 
Vol. V. Roman Egypt. J. G. 

Milne. 
' A history written in the spirit of scientific 
precision so worthily represented by Dr. 
Petrie and his school cannot but pro- 
mote sound and accurate study, and 
supply a vacant place in the Englbh 
literature of Egyptologn^.' — Times. 

Flinders Petrie. RELIGION AND 
CONSCIENCE IN ANCIENT 
EGYPT. By W. M. Flinders 
Petrie, D. C. L. , LL. D. Fully Illus- 
trated. Crown Svo. zs. 6d. 

* The lectures will afford a fund of valuable 

information for students of ancient 
ethics.' — Manchester Guardian. 

Flinders Petrie. SYRIA AND 
EGYPT, FROM THE TELL EL 
AMARNA TABLETS. By W. M. 
Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., LL.D. 
Crown Svo. 2S. 6d. 

* A marvellous record. The addition made 

to our knowledge is nothing short of 
amazing. ' — Times. 



Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN TALES. 

Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. 

Illustrated by Tristram Ellis. In 

Two Volumes. Cr. Svo. y. 6d. each. 

'Invaluable as a picture of life in PaJestinc 

and EgypL' — Daily News. 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN DECO- 
RATIVE ART. By W. M. Flin- 
ders Petrie. With 120 Illustrations. 
Cr. Svo. y. 6d. 

* In these lectures he displa3rs rare skill in 

elucidating the development of decora- 
tive art in Egypt.'— Times. 

a W. Oman. A HISTORY OF THE 

ART OF WAR. VoL ii. : The 

Middle Ages, from the Fourth to the 

Fourteenth Century. By C. W. 

Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 

Oxford. Illustrated. Demy Svo. zis. 

'The book is based throughout upon a 

thorough study of the original sources, 

and wOl be an indispensable aid to all 

students of mediaeval history.' — A the- 

naum. 

* The whole art of war in its historic evolu- 

tion has never been treated on such an 
ample and comprehensive scale, and we 
question if any recent contribution to 
the exact history of the world has pos- 
sessed more enduring value.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

S. Baring Gould. THE TRAGEDY 
OF THE C-^SARS. With nume- 
rous Illustrations from Busts, Gems, 
Cameos, etc. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fourth Edition. Royal Svo. 15J. 
* A most splendid and fascinating book on a 
subject of undying interest. The great 
feature of the book is the use the author 
has made of the existing portraits of 
the Caesars and the^ admirable critical 
subtlety he has exhibited in dealing with 
this line of research. It is brilliantly 
v/ritten, and the illustrations are sup- 
plied on a scale of profuse magnificence.* 
— Daily Chronicle. 

F. W. Maitland. CANON LAW IN 

ENGLAND. By F. W, Maitland, 

LL.D., Downing Professor of the 

Laws of England in the University 

of Cambridge. Royal Svo. js. 6d. 

'Professor Maitland has put students of 

English law under a fresh debt. These 

essays are landmarks in the study of the 

history of Canon Law.' — Times. 
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a de B. ffibUna. INDUSTRY IN 
ENGLAND: HISTORICALOUT- 
LINES. By H. DK B. GiBEiNS. 
Utt.D,, M.A, Wilh s Maps. Se- 
cond Editiott. Demy Hoo. lar. 6d. 

H. B. E^erton. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. 
. Egketon, M.A. Dtmy 






I. fid. 



m good book, distiDguiihtd by accu^ 
nniDdeuiJ.ckvunngemFDioffActi, 

Albert flonl. THE EASTERN 

QUESTION IN THE EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY. Bjr ALBERT 
SOREL, of ihe Fiencb Academy. 
Translated by F. C. Bsamwell, 
M.A. Wilh a Map. Cr.Svo. 31. &f. 

a H. OrlnUllff. A HISTORY OF 
THE GREAT NORTHERN RAIL- 
WAY, 1845-05. Bt Charles H. 
Grinling. wilh Maps and Illus- 
(rations. Demy Bva. los. 6d. 
' Ut. GriDline hu done for ■ Rulway *hu 
Macaulay did for Eosliih Hiilory.'-- 
TAi Enginar. 

W, Sterry. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. By W. Stehht, M.A. 

. Wilh niimeroua llluatialions. Demy 
BvB. 71, td 



uIT'.'^r. si" 



hU iklil aiid 
1> MW lift.'- 

FllhOT. ANNALS OF SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL. By G. W, 
FlSHKH. M. A. . late Assistant Master. 
DS. Demy 



■Thii cueTul, erudite 'hvHi.'—Diiify 



' A book of which Old Salo|uanf are tan 
Co be proud.' — Glabt. 

J. Sargwiniit ANNALS OF WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL. By I. Sar- 
GEAUNT, M.A., Assistant Master. 
With numerous lUustialions. Demy 
ivo. 71. bd, 

A. ClMt THE COLLEGES OF 
OXFORD: Thdr History and their 
Traditions. By Members of the 
University. Edited by A. CLARK, 
M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Lincohi 
College, 



ch will b« appealed 10 for 
1 H th* uandaid book.'— 



J. Ten* A SHORT HISTORY OF 
ROME By J. Wells, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham ColL, 
Oxford. SesoHd and Reviled Bdilieit, 
With 3 Maps. Cravin 6va. jr. 6rf. 
Tbii book ii inleDdcd for the Middk and 
Upper Fomii of Public Schools and for 
" " ■ - ch. UnivmiiiM. It 



lis Tiblu, 






n orlsinal 



12501530. By Oscar Browning, 
Fellow and Tutor of King's CoUeee, 
Cambridge. In Tim yolumes. Cr. 

Vol. I. 1250-1409.— Guelphs and 

Ghibellines. 
Vol. n. 1409- 1530. —The Age of 

the CondoltierL 

QfQTBiCJ. THE STORY OF IRE- 
LAND. By Standish O'Gradt, 
Author of ' Fmn and bis Companions. 
Crewn 8m. as. dd. 



Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. Bury, M.A. 



BIDEZ of Gand. Dimy ivo. 
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Biography 



f. VniDg Ckmld. THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By 
S. Baring Gould. With over 450 
lUustrations in the Text and 12 
Photogravure Plates. Lar£^e quarto. 
Gilt top, ^6s. 
'The best biograi^ of Napoleon in oar 
toogoe, nor have the French as good a 
biograi^ier of their hero. A book very 
nearly as good as Southey's " Life of 
Nelson." ' — Manchester Guardian, 
'The main feature of this eorgeous volume 
is its great wealth of beautiful photo- 
gravures and finely - executed wood 
engravings, constituting a complete 
inctorial chronicle of Napoleon I.]s 
personal history from the days of his 
carly^ childhood at Ajaccio to the date 
of his second interment.' — Daily Tele- 
graph, 

P. H. CoUnnb. MEMOIRS OF AD- 
MIRAL SIR A. COOPER KEY. 
By Admiral P. H. Colomb. With 
a Portrait. Demy Zvo, 16s. 

'An interesting and adequate biography. 
The whole Dook b one of the greatest 
interest.' — Times. 

Morris FuUer. THE LIFE AND 
WRITINGS OF JOHN DAVEN- 
ANT, D.D. (1571-1641), Bishop of 
Salisbury. By Morris Fuller, 
B.D. DemyZvo, 10s. 6d. 

J. M. Rlgg. ST. ANSELM OF 

CANTERBURY: A Chapter in 
THE History op Religion. By 
J. M. RiGG. Demy Zvo, js. 6d. 

P. W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF 

SIR FREDERICK GORE OUSE- 

LEY. By F. W. Joyce, M. A js.ed, 

'This book has been undertaken in quite 



the right spirit, and w iitleu with sjrm- 
pathy, innght, and ctHuidera^e literary 
skilL'— Zuw«s; 

W. O. Ck>I]iiigwood. THE LIFE OF 
JOHN RUSKIN. By W. G. 
COLLINGWOOD, M.A. With Por- 
traits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. 
Ruskin. Setwtd Edition, 2 vols, 
8vo, 32J. 

' No more magnificent volomes have been 
published for a long time.' — Tinees. 

' It is k>ng since we had a biography ^th 
such delights of substance and of form. 
Such a book u a pleasure for the day, 
and a joy for ewx,— Daily CkrotticU. 

0. WaldsteiiL JOHN RUSKIN. By 
Charles Waldstein, M.A. "With 
a Photogravure Portrait, Post 8zw. 

* A thoughtful and well-written cridcism of 
Ruskm's trzc\\vnz.'— Daily CknmicU, 

A. VL F. Darmesteter, THE LIFE 

OF ERNEST RENAN. By 
Madame Darmesteter. With 
Portrait. Second Edition, Cr, Zvo, 
6s, 

'Aj)olished gem of biography, superior in 
Its kind to any attempt that has been 
made of recent years in England, 
Madame Darmesteter has indeed written 
for English readers " The Life of Ernest 
Renan. " '—A ihenaum. 

W. H. Button. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE. By W. H. 
! HUTTON, M.A. With Portraits. 
I Cr, Bvo. y. 

I * The book lays good claim to high rank 
{ among our biographies. It is excellently 
I even lovingly, written. ' — Scotsman, 



Travel, Adventure and Topography 



SyenHedixL THROUGH ASIA. By 
SvEN Hedin, Gold Medallist of the 
Royal Geographical Society. With 
300 Illustrations from Sketches 
and Photographs by the Author, 



and Maps. 
net. 



2 vols. Royal Bvo. aar. 



'One of the greatest books of the kind 
issued during the century. ^ It is im- 
possible to give an adequate idea of the 
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richness of the contents of this book, 
nor of its abounding attractions as a story 
of travel unsurpassed in geographical 
and human interest. Much of it is a 
revelation. Altogether the work is one 
which in solidity, novelty, and interest 
must take a first rank among publica> 
tions of its class.' — Times. 

* In these magnificent volumes we have the 

most important contribution to Central 
Asian geography made for many years. 
Intensely interesting as a tale of travel. 
— spectator. 
'These volumes are of absorbing and fascin> 
atinginterest, their matter is wonderful, 
and Dr. Hedin's style is siu*charged with 
strong and alluring^ personality. No 
romance exceeds in its intense and en- 
thralling interest this story.*— Birming- 
ham Post. 

B. E. Peary. NORTHWARD OVER 
THEGREATICE. By R.E. Peary, 
Gold Medallist of the Royal Geogra- 
phical Society. With over 800 Illus- 
trations. 2 vols. Royal ^vo. 32J. net. 

*The book is full of interesting matter — ^a 
tale of brave deeds simply told ; abun- 
dantly illustrated with prints and maps.' 
— Standard. 

* His book will take its place among the per- 

manent literature ot Arctic exploration.' 
— Times. 

* It yields neither in interest nor in ability 

to Nansen's " Farthest North," while its 
results are no less valuable.' — Glasgow 
Herald. 

O. S. EobertsoxL CHITRAL: The 
Story of a Minor Siege. By Sir 
G. S. Robertson, K. C.S.I. With 
numerouslllustrations, Map and Plans. 
Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. 

' It is difficult to imagine the kind of person 
who could read this brilliant book without 
emotion. The story remains immortal — 
a testimony imperbhable. We are face 
to face with a great hook.*— Illustrated 
London News. 

*A book which the Elizabethans would have 
thought wonderful. More thrilling, more 
piquant, and more human than any 
novel." — Newcastle Chronicle. 

' One of the most stirring military narra- 
tives written in our time.'— 7'i«««. 

*As fascinating as Sir Walter Scott's best 
fiction.' — Daily Telegraph. 

* A noble story, nobly tc^.^.— Punch. 

H. H. JolmBton. BRITISH CEN- 
TRAL AFRICA. By Sir H. H. 



Johnston, K.C.B. With nearly 
Two Hundred Illustrations, and Six 
Maps. Second Edition. Crown /^o. 
i8j. net. 
'A fasdnatins book, written with equal 
skill and charm — the work at once of a 
literary artist and of a man of action 
who is singularly wise, brave, and ex- 
perienced. It abounds in admirable 
sketches from pendL' — Westminster 
Gazette* 



L. Dede. THREE YEARS IN 
SAVAGE AFRICA. By Lionel 
Decle. With 100 Illustrations and 
5 Maps. Second Edition. Demy Svo. 
los. 6d. net. 

' A fine, full hook.'— Pall Mall Gazette. 

* Its bright pages give a better general 
survey of Africa from the Cape to the 
Equator than any single volume that 
has yet been published. —TYmef. 

A. Hnlme Beaman. TWENTY 
YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. 
By A. Hulme Beaman. Demy 
Svo. With Portrait. lof. 6d. 

' One of the most entertaining books that we 
have had in our hands for a long time. 
It is unconventional in a high degree ; it 
is written with sagacious humour ; it is 
full of adventures and anecdotes. ' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

Henri of Orleaas. FROM TONKIN 
TO INDIA. By Prince Henri of 
Orleans. Translated by Hamley 
Bent, M.A. With 100 Illustrations 
and a Map. Cr. 4/^, gilt top. 25s. 

R. S. S. Baden-PowelL THE DOWN- 
FALL OF PREMPEH. A Diary 
of Life in Ashanti, 1895. By Colonel 
Baden-Powell. With 21 Illustra- 
tions and a Map. Cheaper Edition. 
Large Crown Bvo. 6s. 

R. S. S. Baden-PoweU. THE MATA- 
BELE CAMPAIGN, 1896. By Col. 
Baden-Powell. With nearly 100 
Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Large 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

S. L. mnde. THE FALL OF THE 
CONGO ARABS. By S. L. Hinde. 
With Plans, etc. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. 

A. St. H. aibbons. EXPLORATION 
AND HUNTING IN CENTRAL 
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AFRICA By Major A St. H. 
Gibbons. With full-page Illustra- 
tions by C. Whympek, and Maps. 
Demy 8w. 15J. 

' His book is a grand record of quiet, un- 
assuming, tactful resolution. His ad- 
ventures were as various as his sporting 
exploits were exciting.' — Timgs. 

B. H. Alderson. WITH THE 
MASHONALAND FIELD 
FORCE, 1896. By Lieut. -Colonel 
Alderson. With numerous Illus- 
trations and Plans. Demy 8vo, 
lor. 6d, 

'A clear, vigorous, and soldier-like narra- 
tive. '-Scotsman, 

FnUMT. ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. By John Foster 
Fraser. With 100 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

'A very entertaining book of travel.' — 

Sptctator. 
'The story is told with delightful gaiety, 

humour, and crispness. There has rarely 

appeared a more interesting tale of 

modem travel. ' — Scotsman. 
' A dasnc of cycling, graphic and witty.'— 

Yorkshire Post. 

Seyxnonr Yandeleiir. CAMPAIGN- 
ING ON THE UPPER NILE 
AND NIGER. By Lieut. Seymour 
Vandeleur. With an Introduction 
by Sir G. Goldie, K.C.M.G. With 
4 Maps, Illustrations, and Plans. 
Large Crown Svo. 10s. 6d. 

* Upon the African question there ^ is no 
Dook procurable which contains so 
much of value as this one.' — Guardian. 

Lord FincasUe. A FRONTIER 
CAMPAIGN. By Viscount Fin- 
castle, V.C., and Lieut. P. C. 
Elliott-Lockhart. With a Map 
and i6 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

'An admirable book, and a really valuable 
treatise on frontier war.' — Aiheneeum. 

E. N. Bennett THE DOWNFALL 

OF THE DERVISHES : A Sketch 
of the Sudan Campaign of 1898. By 



E. N. Bennett, Fellow of Hertford 
College. With Four Maps and a 
Photogravure Portrait of the Sirdar. 
Third Edition, Crown Bvo, y 6d. 

J. K. Trotter. THE NIGER 
SOURCES. By Colonel J. K. 
Trotter, R.A With a Map and 
Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 5J. 

Micbael Davitt. LIFE AND PRO- 
GRESS IN AUSTRALASIA. By 
Michael Davitt, M.P. 500 pp. 
With 2 Maps. Crown Svo, 6s. 

W. Orooke. THE NORTH- 
WESTERN PROVINCES OF 
INDIA: Their Ethnology and 
Administration. By W. Crooke. 
With Maps and Illustrations. Demy 
Svo. 10s. 6d. 
' A carefully and well- written account of one 
of the most important provinces of the 
Empire. Mr. Oooke deals with the land 
in its physical aspect, the province under 
Hindoo and Mussulman rule, under 
British rule, its ethnology and sociology, 
its religious and social life, the land and 
its settlement, and the native peasant.' 
— Manchester Guardian, 

A Boisragon. THE BENIN MAS- 
SACRE. By Captain Boisragon. 
Second Edition. Cr, Svo, 3^. 6d. 

' If the story had been written four hundred 
years ago it would be read to-day as an 
English classic' — Scotsman. 

ILS. Cowper. THE HILL OF THE 
GRACES: or, the Great Stone 
Temples of Tripoli. By H. S. 
Cowper, F.S.A. With Maps, Plans, 
and 75 Illustrations. Demy Svo. ios.6d. 

W. Kinnatrd Rose. WITH THE 
GREEKS IN THESSALY. By 
W. KiNNAiRD Rose, Reuter's Cor- 
respondent. With Plans and 23 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. 6s. 

W. B. Worsfold. SOUTH AFRICA. 
By W. B. Worsfold, M.A. IVith 
a Map. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 65. 

' A monumental work compressed into a 
very moderate compass.' — World, 
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Naval and Military 



O. W. Steeyena. NAVAL POLICY : 
By G. W. Steevens. Demy Svo, 6s, 

This book is a description of the British and 
other more important navies of the world, 
with a sketch of the lines on which our 
naval policy miehtposubly be developed. 

* An extremely able and interesting work.' 
— DaUy ChronicU, 

D. Haimay. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF THE ROYAL NAVY, FROM 
Early Times to the Present Day. 
By David Hannay. Illustrated. 
2 Vols, Demy Svo, js, 6d, each. 
Vol. I., 1200-1688. 

We read it from cover to cover at a sittmg, 
and those who go to it for a lively and 
brisk picture of tne past, with all its faults 
and its grandeur, wUl not be disappointed. 
The histori.in is endowed with literary 
skill and style.' — Standard, 
' We can warmly recommend Mr. Hannay's 
volume^ to any intelligent student of 
naval history. Great^ as is the merit of 
Mr. Hannay's historical narrative, the 
merit of his strategic exposition is even 
greater.' — Times, 

C. Cooper King, THE STORY OF 
THE BRITISH ARMY. By Colonel 
Cooper King. Illustrated. Demy 
Svo, js, 6d, 

'An authoritative and accurate story of 
England's military progress.' — Daify 
Mail, 



B. Soutbey. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
(Howard, Clifford. Hawkins, Drake, 
Cavendish). By Robert Southey. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by 
David Hannay. Second Edition, 
Crown Svo, dr. 

'A brave, inspiriting book.' — BlacM and 
fVhite, 

W. Clark RuBselL THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD. By W. Clark Russell. 
With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. 
Third Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

' A book which we should like to see in the* 
hands of every boy in the country.' — 
St, /anus's Gatette, 

* A really good hoolk.'— Saturday Review. 

B. L. S. Horstrax^h. THE CAM- 
PAIGN OF WATERLOO. By 
E. L. S. HORSBURGH, B.A. With 
Plans. Crown Svo, $s, 

*A brilliant essay — simple, sound, and 
thorough.'— Z>a/(^ Chronicle, 

H. B. George. BATTLES OF 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. B. 
George, M.A., Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. With numerous 
Plans. Third Edition, Cr, Svo, 6s, 

* Mr. George has undertaken a very useful 

task — that of making military affairs in- 
telligible and instructive to non-military 
readers — and has executed it with a 
large measure of success.' — Times, 



General Literature 



S. Baring Gould. OLD COUNTRY 
LIFE. ByS. Baring Gould. With 
Sixty-seven Illustrations. Large Cr, 
Svo, Fifth Edition, 6s, 

( *( Old Country Life," as healthy wholesome 
reading, full of breezy life and move* 
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously 
told, will not be excelled by any book to 
be published throughout the year. 
Sound, hearty, and English to the core.' 
"World, 



S. Baxing Ckmld. AN OLD ENGLISH 
HOME. By S. BARING Gould. 
With numerous Plans and Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, 6s, 

' The chapters are delightfully fresh, very 
informmg, and lightened by many a ^ood 
story. A delightful fireside companion.' 
— St. James's Gazette, 

S. Barins: Ckmld. HISTORIC 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
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EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fourth Edition, Crown 8vtf. 6j. 

S. BarinfiT Gonld. FREAKS OF 
FANATICISM. By S. Baring 
Gould. Third Edition, Cr, Svo. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. A GARLAND OF 
COUNTRY SONG: English Folk 
Songs with their Traditional Melodies. 
Collected and arranged by S. Baring 
Gould and H. F. Sheppard. 
Demy 4/0. 6s. 

8. Baring Gould. SONGS OF THE 
WEST: Traditional Ballads and 
Songs of the West of England, with 
their Melodies. Collected by S. 
Baring Gould, M.A., and H. F. 
Sheppard, M.A. In 4 Parts. Parts 
/., //., ///., 3 J. each. Part /v., 51. 
In one Vol,, French morocco, ly, 

' A rich collection of humour, pathos, grace, 
and poetic fancy.' — Saturday Review. 

S. Baring Gould. YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By & Baring Gould. 
Fourth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. STRANGE SUR- 
VIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. 
By S. Baring Gould. Cr. Svo. 
Second Edition. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. THE DESERTS 
OF SOUTHERN FRANCE. By 
S. Baring Gould. 2 vols. Demy 
Svo. 32J. 

Cotton Mlnchin. OLD HARROW 
DAYS. By J. G. Cotton Minchin. 
Cr. Svo. Second Edition. 5J. 

'This book is an admirable record.' — 
Daily Chronicle. 

W. R Gladstone. THE SPEECHES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLAD- 
STONE, M.P. Edited by A. W. 
HuTTON, M.A., and H.J. Cohen 
M.A. With Portraits, Demy Svo, 
Vols. IX. and X. , i2j. 6d. each. 

E. V. Zenker. ANARCHISM. By 
E. V. Zenker. Demy Svo. 7s. 6d. 

* Herr Zenker has succeeded in producing a 
careful and critical history of the growth 
of Anarchist theory. 



H. G. HutcbinBon. THE GOLFING 
PILGRIM. By HORACE G. 
Hutchinson. Crtmm 8w>. 6s, 

' Full of useful information with plenty of 

Wrood stories.' — Truth, 
ithout this book the golfer's library wiH 
be incomplete.' — Pall Mall Gazette. 
' It will charm all golfo^' — Tinees. 

J. WeUa. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE By Members of the Uni- 
versity. Edited by J. Wells, M.A, 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham College. 
Third Edition. Cr, Svo, y. 6d, 

* We congratulate Mr. Wells on the pro- 
duction of a readable and intelligeot 
account of Oxford as it is at the present 
time, written by persons who are pos- 
sessed of a close acquaintance with the 
system and life of the UniTenitj.'— 
Athenaum. 

J. WeUg. OXFORD AND ITS 
COLLEGES. By J. Wells. M.A, 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham 
College. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Third Edition, Fcap, 8vo, 31. 
Leather, ss 6d, net, 

' An admirable and accurate little treatise^ 
attractively illustrated.' — World, 

' A luminous and tasteful little volome.'— 
Daily Chronicle. 

'Exactly what the intelligent visitor 
wants.' — Glasgow Herald. 

AH. Thompson. CAMBRIDGE AND 
ITSCOLLEGES. By A. Hamilton 
Thompson. With Illustrations by 
E. H. New. Pott Svo. y. Leather. 
3J. 6d. net. 

This book is uniform with Mr. Wells' very 

successful book, 'Oxford and its Col- 

leges.' 
' It is brightly written and learned, and is 

just such a book as a cultured visitor 

needs. ' — Scotsman. 

C. a. Robertson. VOCES ACADE- 
MICS. By C. Grant Robertson, 
M.A, Fellow of All Souls', Oxford 
With a Frontispiece. Pott Svo, %s.6d. 
'Decidedly clever and amuafng.*— 
Atkenaum. i 

Rosemary Cotes. DANTE'S GAR- I 

DEN. By Rosemary Cotes. With I 

a Frontispiece. Second Edition. Fcp. 

Svo. 2S. 6d. Leather, y, 6d. net» 

' A charming collection of legends of the 

flowers mentioned by Dante. — Academy. 
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OUfford Harrison. READING AND 
READERS. By Clifford Harri- 
son. Fcp. Bvo, zs. 6d, 

* We recommend schoolmasters to examine 
its merits, for it is at school that readers 
are made.' — Acetdemy, 

'An extremely sensible little book.' — Man- 
chester Guardian, 

L. WMbley. GREEK OLIGAlltH- 
IES: their organisation 
AND CHARACTER. By L. 
Whibley, M.A, Fellow of Pem- 
broke College, Cambridge. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 
' An exceedingly useful handbook : a careful 
and well-arranged study.' — Times, 

L. L. Price. ECONOMIC SCIENCE 
AND PRACTICE. By L. L. PRICE, 



M.A, Fellow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

J. 8. OHedlocfc THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA : Its Origin and Develop- 
ment ByJ. S. Shedlock. Crown 
Bvo, 51. 

* This work should be in the possession of 
every musician and amateur. A concise 
and lucid history and a very valuable 
work for reference.' — Athefueum. 

EHBowden. THE EXAMPLE OF 
BUDDHA: Being Quotations from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in 
the Year. Compiled by E. M, 
BowDEN. Third Edition, i6mo, 
2S, 6d, 



Science and Technology 



FreudenreidL DAIRY BACTERIO- 
LOGY. A Short Manual for the Use 
of Students. By Dr. Ed. von 
Freudenreich, Translated by 
J. R. Ainsworth Davis, M.A. 
Crown Bvo. zs. 6d. 



OUTLINES OF 

P. Chalmers 

Illustrated. Cr, 



Ohalmers Mitchell 
BIOLOGY. By 
Mitchell, M.A. 
Bvo. 6s, 

A text-book designed to cover the new 
Schedule issued by the Royal College 
of Physicians and Surgeons. 

a Massee. A MONOGRAPH OF 
THEMYXOGASTRES. ByGEORGE 
Massee. With 12 Coloured Plates. 
Royal Bvo. z.Bs. net. 

* A work much in advance of any book in 
the language treating of this group of 
organisms. Indispensable to every 
student of the Myxogastres.' — Nature. 

Stephenson and Snddards. ORNA- 
MENTAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN 
FABRICS. By C. Stephenson, of 
The Technical College, Bradford, 
and F. Suddards, of The Yorkshire 
College, Leeds. With 65 full-page 
plates. Demy Bvo. js, 6d. 



* The book is very ably done, displapng an 

intimate knowledge of principles, good 
taste, and the faculty of dear exposi- 
tion. — Yorkshire Post. 

TEXTBOOKS OF TECHNOLOGY. 

Edited by PROFESSORS GARNETT 

and WERTHEIMER. 

HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. ByJ. 

A. E. Wood. Illustrated. Cr, Bvo. 
IS. 6d. 

' Though primarily intended for students, 
Miss Wood's dainty little manual may be 
consulted with advantage by any girls 
who want to make their own frocks. The 
directions are simple and clear, and the 
diagrams very helpful.' — Literature, 

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By 
F. C. Webber. With many Illustra- 
tions. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d, 

* An admirable elementary text-book on the 

subj ect. '— Builder. 

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By 
Sidney H. Wells. With 75 Illus- 
trations and Diagrams. Crown Bvo, 
y. 6d, 
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Philosophy 



L. T. Ef^bhonse. THE THEORY OF 
KNOWLEDGE. By L. T. Hob- 
HOUSE, Fellow of (;.C.C., Oxford. 
Demy Svo, ais, 

'Th« most important contribotioa ^to 
English pUlosop^y dnoe the pablication 
of Mr. Bradley s "Appearance and 
Reality.** *—Glaigow Htrald, 

* A brilliantly written volume.' — Times, 

W. H. Fairbrotber. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. IL GREEN. By 
W. H. Fairbrothsr, M.A. Cr, 
Zvo, y, 6d. 

*In every way an admirable book.* — 
Gla^pew NenUd, 



P. W. BnflMlL THE SCHOOL OF 

PLATO. By F. W. BussEix, D.D., 

Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

Demy Svo. los, 6d. 

'Aifaver and srimnlating book.*— if«ii> 

F. S. Oraagar. THE WORSHIP 
OF THE ROMANS. By F. S. 
Granger, M.A., Litt.D. Crown 
Svo, 6s, 

* A scholariy analysis of the reUgioas cere* 
monies, belie£i, and superstitions of 
ancient Rome, conducted in the new 
light of comparative anthropology.'— 
Times, 



Theology 



S. R. Drlvwr. SERMONS ON SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED WITH 
THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. 
R. Driver, D. D. , Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew 
in the University of Oxford. Cr. Svo, 
6s. 

*A welcome companion to the author's 
famous " Introduction." * — Cuardta$i. 

T. K. Cheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD 
TESTAMENT CRITICISM. By 
T. K. Cheyne, D.D., Oriel Pro- 
fessor at Oxford. Large Crown Svo. 
js. 6d. 
A historical sketch of O. T. Criticism. 
'A very learned and instrucrive work.'— 
Times. 

H. RftflUflftli. DOCTRINE AND 
DEVELOPMENT. By Hastings 
Rashdall, M. A. , Fellow and Tutor 
of New College, Oxford. Cr.Svo, 6s. 

'A very interesting attempt to restate some 
of the principal doctrines of Christianity, 
in which Mr. Rashdall appears to us to 
have achieved a high measure of success. 
He is often learned, almost always sym- 
pathetic, and always singularly lucid.' — 
Manchester Guardian, 

H-H-Henson. APOSTOLIC CHRIS- Cecilia Robinpon. THE MINISTRY 
TIANITY: As Illustrated by the OF DEACONESSES. By Deacon- 



Epistles of St Paul to the Corinthians. 
By H. H. Henson, M.A.. FeUowof 
All Souls', Oxford. Cr, Svo, 6s, 

' A worthy contributi<Mi towards same sola* 
tion ot^the great religious problems of the 
present day.' — Scotsman. 

H. H. Henson. DISCIPLINE AND 
LAW. By H. Hensley Henson, 
B.D., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 
Fcap, Svo. zs. 6d, 

H. H. Henson. LIGHT AND 
LEAVEN : Historical and 
Social Sermons. By H. H. Hen- 
son, M.A. Crown Svo. 6s, 

W. H. Bennett. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. By W. H. Bennett. 
Second Edition, Cr, Svo, as. 6d. 

' The work of an honest, fearless, and sound 
critic, and an excellent g^de in a small 
compass to the books of the Bible.' — 
Manchester Guardian. 

William Harrison. CLOVELLY 
SERMONS. By William Harri- 
son, M.A., late Rector of Clovelly. 
With a Preface by * Lucas Malet.' 
Cr, Svo. y. 6d. 
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ness Cecilia Robinson. With an 
Introduction by the Lord Bishop of 
Winchester. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d. 
*A learned and interesting book.' — Scots- 
man. 

E. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOY- 
HOOD. Notes on the Religious 
Training of Boys. By E. B. 
Layard, M.A. iZmo, is. % 

W. Yorke Fansset. THE DB 
CA TECHIZANDIS R UDIBUS 
OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, 
with Introduction, Notes, etc., by 
W. Yorke Fausset, M.A. Cr. Svo, 
y. 6d, 

P. Weston. THE HOLY SACRI- 
FICE. By F. Weston, M.A., 
Curate of St. Matthew's, Westmin- 
ster. Pott Svo. 6d, net, 
A small volume of devotions at the Holy 
Communion, especially adapted to the 
needs of servers and those who do not 
communicate. 



A KempiB. THE IMITATION OF 
CHRIST. By Thomas k Kempis. 
With an Introduction by Dean 
Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. 
Gere. Second Edition, Fcap, Svo, 
y. 6d, Padded morocco, ^s. 

'Amongst all the innumerable English 
editions of the " Imitation," there can 
have been few which were prettier than 
this one^ printed in strong and handsome 
t^pe, with all the glory of red initials.' — 
Glasgcw Herald, 

J. KeUe. THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
By John Keble. With an Intro- 
duction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. 
Second Edition, Fcap, Svo, 3J. 6d, 
Padded morocco, ss. 

' The present edition is annotated with all 
the care and insight to be expected from 
Mr. IjQ^*— Guardian, 



^Stotd Commentaries* 

General Editor, Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College, Dean 
Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 
THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by E. C. S. 
Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. Demy Zvo, 6s, 

l)anM)ooft0 of V^colog^. 

General Editor, A. Robertson, D.D., Principal of King's College, London. 

suggestive. A comprehensive and 
thorough book.' — Birmifighant Post. 

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCAR- 
NATION. By R. L. Ottley, M.A.. 
late fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxon. , and Principal of Pusey House. 
In Two Volumes. Demy Svo, icr. 
' A clear and remarkably full account of the 

main currents of speculation. Scholarly 

precision . . . genuine tolerance . . . 

intense interest in his subject — are Mr. 

Ottley's merits.' — Guardian, 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF THE CREEDS. By 
A. E. Burns, Examining Chaplain 
to the Bishop of Lichfield. Demy 
Svo, 10s. 6d. 
'This book may ht expected to hold its 
place as an authority on its subject.' — 
spectator, 
* It is an able and learned treatise, and con- 
tains a mass of information which will 
be most useful to scholars.' — Gla^aw 
Herald, 



THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Edited 
with an Introduction by E. C. S. 
Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds, late 
Principal of Wells Theological Col- 
lege. Second and Cheaper Edition 
in One Volume. Demy Svo, 12s, 6d. 
* We welcome with the utmost satisfaction 
a new, cheaper, and more convenient 
edition of Dr. Gibson's book. It was 
greatly wanted. Dr. Gibson has given 
theological students just what they want, 
and we should like to think that it was 
in the hands of every candidate for 
orders. ' — Guardian. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. By 
F. B. Jevons, M.A., LittD., Prin- 
cipal of Bishop Hatfield's Hall. 
Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. 
' The merit of this book lies in the penetra- 
tion, the singular acuteness and force of 
the author's judgment. He is at once 
critical and luminous, at once just and 
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TSbc Cbutcbman'0 Xibtars* 

Edited by J. H. BURN, aD. 



THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY. By W. E. Col- 
lins, M.A. With Map. Cr, Svo, 

An investigation in detail, based upon 
original aHthorities, of the beginnings 
' of the English Church, with a careful 
account of earlier Celtic Christianity. 

' An excellent example of thorough and fresh 
historical work.' — Guardian, 

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PRO- 



BLEMS. By Arthur AVright, 
Fellow of Queen's College, Cam- 
bridge. Crmtm 9vo, 6s, 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 
HWCE. AND HEREAFTER. By 
Canon Winterbotham. M.A., 
B.Sc., LL.B. Cr, Bvo, 31. 6d. 

*A most able book, at once exceedingly 
thoughtful and richly suggestive. ' — Glas- 
gffw Herald, 



vn^ 14btan? of S)evotfon 

Pott 8w, clothf 25,; leathery 2s. 6d. net. 
'This series is excellent.' — Thb Bishop op London. 

* A very delightful edition.'— The Bishop of Bath and Wells. 

' Well worth the attention of the Clergy.' — The Bishop of Lichfield. 

* The new " Library of Devotion " is excellent.'— The Bishop of Pbtbrborough. 

* Charming.' — Record. 



* Delightful.'— CAwrvA BelU, 
THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AU- 
GUSTINE. Newly Translanted, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by 
C. Bigg, D.D., late Student of Christ 
Church, Second Editien. 

'The translation is an excellent piece of 
English, and the introduction is a mas- 
terly exposition. We aug^r well of a 
series which begins so satisfactorily.' — 
Times, 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By John 
Keble. With Introduction and 
Notes by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Ireland 
Professor at Oxford. 

*The volume is very prettily bound and 
printed, and may fairly^ claim to be an 
advance on any previous editions.' — 
Guardian. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A 
Revised Translation, with an Intro- 



duction, by C. Bigg, D.D., late 
Student of Christ Church. 
A practically new translation of this book, 

which the reader has, almost for the first 

time, exactly in the shape in which it 

left uie hands of the author. 
'A beautiful and scholarly production.'— 

Speaker, 
'A nearer approach to the original than 

has yet existed in English.' — Academy, 

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. 
W. Stanbridge, M.A., Rector of 
Bainton, Canon of York, and some- 
time Fellow of St. John's College, 
Oxford. 

It is probably the best book of its kind. It 
deserves high commendation.' — Church 
Gazette. 

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. By John 
Keble. Edited, with Introduction 
and Notes, by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 



EditcdbyH. C. BEECHING,M.A. With Portraits, Crown %vo, 3s. 6d, 
A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious 
life and thought of all ages and countries. 
The following are ready — 



CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. 

HUTTON. 

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Over- 

TON„M.A. 



BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. 

W. Daniell, M.A 
CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. 

HUTTON, M.A. 
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CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. 

MouLE, D.D. 
JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock, 

D.D. 
THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. 

L. Ottley, M.A. 
AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. 

ByE. L. CuTTS, D.D. 
WILLIAM LAUD. By W. H. 

HUTTON, B.D. 

Other volumes will be 



JOHN KNOX. By F. MacCunn. 

JOHN HOWE. By R. F. HoRTON, 
D.D. 

BISHOP KEN. By F. A Clarke. 
M.A 

GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. 
By T. HODGKiN, D.C.L. 

JOHN DONNE. By Augustus 
Jessopp, D.D. 

THOMAS CRANMER. By. A. J. 
Mason. 
announced in due course. 



Fiction 



A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 

Nineteenth Edition, 
VENDETTA Fourteenth Edition, 
THELMA. Twentieth Edition, 
ARDATH: THE STORY OF A 

DEAD SELF. Eleventh EdiHon, 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Ninth 

Edition, 
WORMWOOD. Ninth Edition, 
BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Thirty- 
third Edition, 
* The tender reverence of the treatment 
and the imaginative beauty of the writ> 
ing have reconciled us to the daring of 
the conception, and the conviction is 
forced on us that even so exalted a sub- 
ject cannot be made too familiar to us, 
provided it be presented in the true spirit 
of Christian faith. The amplifications 



8IX~8HILLINQ NOVELS 

Marie Ck>relli*s Novels 

Large crown 8w. 6j. each. 



of Reviews, 

Anthony Hope's Novels 

Crown Svo, 6s, each. 



of the Scripture narrative are often con- 
ceived with high poetic insight, and this 
"Dream of the World's Tragedy " is 
a lofty and not inadequate paraphrase 
of the supreme climax of the inspired 
narrative.'— J9»^/m Review, 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 
Fortieth Edition, 

* A very powerful piece of work. . . . The 
conception b magnificent, and is likely 
to win an abidLig place within the 
memory of man. . . . The author has 
immense command of language, and a 
limitless audacity. . . . Tms interesting 
and remarkable romance will live long 
after much of the ephemeral literature 
of the day is forgotten. ... A literary 
phenomenon . . . novel, and even sub- 
lime.' — W. T. Stead in the Review 



THE GOD IN THE CAR. Eighth 

Edition, 
*A very remarkable book, deserving of 
critical analysis impossible within our 
limit; brilliant, but not superficial; 
well considered, but not elaborated ; 
constructed with the proverbial art that 
conceals, but yet allows itself to be 
enjoyed by readers to whom fine literary 
method is a keen pleasure.'— The World. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Fifth Edition. 
'A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are 
traced with a masterly hand.' — Times. 

A MAN OF MARK. Fourth Edition. 

*Of all Mr. Hope's books, "A Man of 

Mark " is the one which best compares 



with "The Prisoner 
National Observer. 



of Zenda.'"— 



THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fourth Edition. 

' It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalry, and pure romance. The 
Count is the most constant, desperate, 
and modest and tender of lovers, a peer- 
less eentleman, an intrepid fighter, a 
faithuil friend, and a magnanimous foe.' 
— Guardian. 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. 
Millar. Fourth Edition. 

' The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with 
vitality, stirring the blood.'— .S"/. James's 
Gazette, 
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* A ttonr of adventure, every page of which 

is fMUpitattng with ntidaaf— Shaker. 

* From cover to cover '* Phroso" not only 

engages the attention, bat carries the 
reader in little whirls of delight from 
adventure to aAy^ntwct.' ^Academy. 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. 
' " Simon Dale " is one of the best hbtorical 



romances that have been w ritte n for a 
long m\Si^'^St, James's Gazette, 

* A brilliant novel. The story is rapid and 
most excellently told. As for the hero, 
he is a perfect hero of romance '— 
AthemeufH, 

' There is searching aQa]3rsis ^ of homan 
nature, with a most ingeniously con> 
structed plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the 
contrasts of his women with marvellous 
subtlety and delicacy.' — Titttee, 



Gilbert Parked 8 Navels 

Crown %vo, 6s. each. 



PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. 
Fifth Edition. 

* Stories happily conceived and finely ex> 

ecuted. There is strength and gemus in 
Mr. Parker's style.'— />M(r TtUgrt^k. 

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth Edition. 

* A splendid study of character.'— 

AtheiuBunt. 
'A very striking and adnurable novel.' — 
St. Januis Gaeettt. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A 
SAVAGE. 
'The plot is original and one difficult to 
work out ; but Mr. Parker has done it 
with great skill and delicacy. The 
reader who is not interested in this 
original, fresh, and welUtold tale must 
be a duU person indeed.' — 

Daily ChnmicU. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 

* A rousing and dramatic tale. A book like 

this, in which swords flash, £p%at sur- 
prises are undertaken, and daring; deeds 
done^ in which men and women live and 
love in the old passionate way, is a joy 
inexpressible.' — Daily Chronicle. 

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO 
PONTIAC: The Story of a Lost 
Naj)oleon. Fourth Edition. 
*Here we find romance — real, breathing, 
livine romance. The character of Vsd- 
mond is drawn unerringly. The book 
must be read, we may say re-read, for 
any one thoroughly to appreciate Mr; 
Parker's delicate touch and innate sym- 
pathy with humanity.' — Pall Mall 
Gasette. 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE 
NORTH : The Last Adventures of 
* Pretty Pierre.' Second Edition. 
' The present book is full of fine and mov- 
ing stories of the great North, and it 



will add to Mr. Parker's already hi^ 
reputation.'— (?/a^vctf Herald. 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. 
lUustrated. Ninth Edition. 
*The best thing he has done; one of the 
best things that anyone has dcme lately.' 
-^St. Fames' s Gasette. 

* Mr. Parker seems to become stranger and 

easier with eveiy serious novel that be 
attempts. He shows the matured power 
whidi his former novels have led us to 
expect, and has produced a really fine 
lustorical noveL' — AtMeMeeuwt. 

* A great hooVJ^Black and WhiU. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILET- 
TES. Second Edition, y. 6d. 
'Living, breathing romance, g^enuine and 
unforced pathos, and a deeper and more 
subtle knowledge of human nature than 
Mr. Parker has ever displayed before. 
It is, in a word, the work of a true artist.' 
—Pail Mall Gasette. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: 
a Romance of Two Kingdoms. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 

* Such a splendid story, so splendidly told, 

will be read with avidity, and will add 
new honour even to Mr. Parker's reputa- 
tion.'-'^^. James's Gazette. 
' No one who takes a pleasure in literature 
but will read Mr. Gilbert Parker's latest 
romance with keen enjoyment. The mere 
writing is so good as to be a delight in 
itself, apart altogether from the interest 
of the talc.'— Pail Mall Gazette. 

* Nothing more vigorous or more human has 

come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this 
novel. It has all the graphic power of 
his last book, with truer feeling for the 
romance, both of human life and wild 
nature. There is no character without its 
unique and picturesque interest. Mr. 
Parker's style^ especially his descriptive 
style, has in this book, perhaps even more 
than elsewhere, aptness and vitality.' — 
Literature. 
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s. 



Gould's Novels 



Crown Svo, 6s. each. 



'To say that a book is by the author of ''Mehalah" is to imply that it contains a 
story cast on strong lines, containing dramatic possibilities, vivid and sympathetic descrip- 
tions of Nature, and a wealth of ingenious imagery.' — Speaker, 

■ ' That whatever Mr. Baring Gould writes is well worth reading, is a conclusion that may 
be^ very generally accepted. His views of life are fresh and vigorous, his language 
pointed and characteristic, the incidents of which he makes use are striking and original, 
his characters are life-like, and though somewhat exceptional people, are drawn and 
coloured with artistic force. Add to this that his descriptions of scenes and scenenr are 
painted with the loving eyes and skilled hands of a master of his art, that he is alwa^rs 
fresh and never dull, and it is no wonder that readers have gained confidence in his 
power of amusing and satisfying them, and that year by year his popularity widens.' — 
Court Circular. 



ARMINELL. Fourth Edition. 

URITH. Fifth Edition, 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA 

Sixth Edition. 
MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGEN- 

VEN. Fourth Edition. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth EdiHon. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fourth 

Edition. 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Edition. 
JACQUETTA. Third Edition. 



KITTY ALONE. Fifth EdiHon. 

NOl^MI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. 
Third Edition. 

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER. lUus- 
trated. Second Edition, 

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. 



Conan Doyle. ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. By A. Conan Doyle. 
Sixth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 
'The book is far and away the best view 
that has been vouchsafed us behind the 
scenes of the consulting-room.* — Illus- 
trated London News. 

StaBley Weyman. UNDER THE 
RED ROBE. By Stanley Wey- 
man, Author of 'A Gentleman of 
France.' With Illustrations by R. C. 
WooDViLLE. Fourteenth Edition. 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 

'Every one who reads books at all must 
read this thrilling romance, from the 
first page of which to the last the breath- 
less reaider is haled along. An inspira- 
tion of manliness and courage.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

Lucas Malet. THE WAGES OF 
SIN. By Lucas Malet. Thir- 
teenth Edition, Crown Svo. 6s, 

Lucas Kalet. THE CARISSIMA. 
By Lucas Malet, Author of • The 
Wages of Sin,' etc. Third Edition. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 



George OlBSillg. THE TOWN TRA- 
VELLER. By George Gissing, 
Author of ' Demos,' * In the Year of 
Jubilee,' etc. Second Edition. Cr, 
Svo, 6s, 
' It is a bright and witty book above all 
things. Polly Sparkes is a splendid bit 
of work. '—Pall Mall Gazette. 

* The spirit of Dickens is in it.' — Bookman. 

S. R. Crockett. LOCHINVAR. By 
S. R. Crockett, Author of 'The 
Raiders,' etc. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Crown Svo, 6s. 

* Full of gallantry and pathos, of the clash 

of arms, and brightened by episodes of 
humotu: and love. • • .' — IVesiminster 
Gaxette, 

S. R. Crockett. THE STANDARD 
BEARER. By S. R. Crockett. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 
' A delightful tale in his best style.' — 

speaker. 
' Mr. Crockett at his best.' — Literature, 

Arthur Morrison. TALES OF 
MEAN STREETS. By Arthur 
Morrison. Fifth Edition. Cr, 
Svo, 6s, 
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cr huid. Tfac book 



- . would not make tbv purk 

it 1> ciruia to mtiic'-WerU. 

JUOaa HoniMo. A CHILD OF 
THE JAGO. By Ahthuh Mohr:- 
SON. Tiird EditioH. Cr. ivo. 6i. 
■ Tbe book ii k taaatB^tot.'—Pali Mail 

' Told with ETUt v^oDi and powEdul iLm- 

plicity.' — A tktninm- 
Hn. COUrtird. A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. By Mra. W. K. Clif- 
ford, Aulhor of 'Aunt Anne,' etc. 
Second Edition. Cnmn Svo. di. 






Author of ' Irish Idjrlls.' 

Edition, Crown Sve. 6i. 
' Vivid and siDgiilarly real/ — ScottmoM. 
ruM Barlow. FROM THE EAST 

UNTO THE WEST. By Jane 

Baelow. Crojim Svo. 6t. 
' The aeniaL humour and uevei-faiLing sym. 

Bthy reconuncnd the book to thoae who 
e healthy fiction. '—fa'unui. 
~ " " . ANNE MAULEVERER. 



•Thei 






Enillr'LawlMB. HURRISH. By the 
Honble. EMILY Lawless, Author of 
'Maelcho,'etc. PifiA Edition. Cr. 

E111U7 LawlMB. MAELCHO : a Six- 
leenlh Century Romance. By the 
Honble. EuiLV LAWLESS. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

' A really ffreat book-' — SHctator. 

'There u no Iceeosr nleaiure in life than 

work of Uw Sal «der, which we do noi 
hejitate lo dewaribe as one of Ihe niojt 
remarkable liwraty achievements of IhU 
generalion.'— J/»«*«'«r Guardian. 
Bmllr L>wl«u. TRAITS AND 

CONFIDENCES. By the Hoable. 

Ehilt Lawless. Crawn 8vo. 61. 
E, W, Honrailf. THE AMATEUR 

CRACKSMAN. By E. W. HOR. 

NUNC. Crown 6vc. 61, 



d the wonderfiil c< 



fiction, end the has estshlished herxlT 

the diy.'—Dai/jr CSronicJl. 
' A fine conception and itbsorl^ngly iutenst- 

Sorothw Oarord. THINGS THAT 

HAVE HAPPENED, By DoBO- 
THEA Gerard. Aulhor of ■ Lady 
Baby.' CrouinSvo. 6s. 
All the stories are delishlfiil.'— ^ScffMHUi. 
H. Fludlater. THE GREEN 
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE, By 
Jane H. Findlatbr. Fourth 
Edition. Crown ivo. (ts. 
A powerful and vivid i 

A very cHarMin; and pathetic tale.' — Pail 

MallGautU. 
A siDEulaily original, clever, wid beantihil 



y-'-Zuar, 



H. Flndiater. A 

OF STRIFE. By 
FiNDLATER. Crovin 1 



RACHEL. By 
Jane H. FiNlilateh, Second 
Edition. Crown 6vo. 61. 
Powerful and sympaLhEtic.' — Clasj/vio 

Htraid. 
A not unworthy successor to " The Green 

Graves of Balsowrie." '—Critic. 

Baiy Fliiaiater. OVER THE 
HILLS, By MABif Findlater. 

Second Edition, Cr. Svo. 61. 
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* A charming romance, and full of incident. 

The book is fresh and strong.'-^-Speaker. 
' A strong and wise book of deep insight and 
unflinching truth.' — Birmingkam Post. 

Mary Hndlater. BETTY MUS- 
GRAVE. By Mary Findlater. 
Second Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

* Handled with dignity and delicacy. . . . 

A most touching story.' — Spectator. 

* Told with great ^11, and the pathos of it 

rings true and unforced throughout.' — 
Glasgow Herald. 

Alfred OlUvant. OWD BOB, THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. By 

Alfred Ollivant. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

'Weird, thrilling, strikingly graphic' — 

Punch. 
'We admire thb book. . . . It is one to read 
with admiration and to praise with en- 
thusiasm.' — Bookman. 
' It is a fine, open-air, blood-stirring book, 
to be enjoyed by every man and woman 
to whom a dog is dear.' — Literature. 

B. M. Croker. PEGGY OF THE 
BARTONS. By B. M. Croker, 
Author of 'Diana Barrington.' 
Fourth Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 
Mrs. Croker excels in the admirably simple, 
easy, and direct flow of her narrative, the 
briskness of her dialogue, and the geni- 
ality of her portraiture.'— -^/^c/a/^w. 
' All the characters, indeed, are drawn with 
clearness and certainty ; and it woi^d be 
hard to name any quality essential to 
first-class work which is lacking from this 
hook.'— Saturday Review, 

H. O. WellB. THE STOLEN BA- 
CILLUS, and other Stories. By 
H. G. Wells. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 
' They are the impressions of a very striking 
imagination, which, it would seem, has 
a great deal within its resich,' -Saturday 
Review. 

H. O. Wellfl. THE PLATTNER 

STORY AND Others. By H. G. 

Wells. Second Edition, Cr. Svo. 

6s. 

' Weird and mjrsterious, they seem to hold 

the reader as by a magic spell.' — Scots- 

man. 

Sara Jeanette DnncaiL A VOYAGE 
OF CONSOLATION. By Sara 
Jeanette Duncan, Author of ' An 
American Girl in London.' Illus- 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 



'A most delightfully bright book.' — Daily 

Telegraph. 
' The dialogue is full of ^xt.*— Globe. 
'Laughter lurks in every page.' — Daily 

News. 

C. F. Keary. THE JOURNALIST. 
By C. F. Keary. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

' It is rare indeed to find such poetical sym- 
pathy with Nature joined to close study 
of character and singularly truthful dia- 
logue : but then "The Journalist" b 
altogether a rare book.' — Athenetum. 

E. F. Benson. DODO: A DETAIL 
OF THE DAY. By E. F. Benson. 
Sixteenth Edition. ^ Cr, Svo, 6s. 
* A perpetual feast of epigram and paradox.' 
-Speaker, 

E.F. Benaon. THE VINTAGE. By 

E. F. Benson. Author of 'Dodo.' 

Illustrated by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 

Third Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

' Full of fire, earnestness, and beauty.' — 

The World, 

E. F. Benson. THE CAPSINA. By 

E. F. Benson, Author of 'Dodo.' 

With Illustrations bjr G. P. Jacomb- 

Hoop. Second Edition, Cr. Svo, 6s. 

' The story moves through an atmosphere 

of heroism and adventure.' — Manchester 

Guardian. 

Vtn, OUpliant. SIR ROBERT'S 
FORTUNE. By. Mrs. Oliphant. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

Blrs. OUphant. THE TWO MARYS. 
By Mrs. Oliphant. Second Edition, 
Crown Svo, 6s, 



Iffrs. Olipliant. 
WALK. By 
Second Edition, 



THE LADY'S 
Mrs. Oliphant. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 



W.E.Norris. MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
By W. E. Norris, Author of Made- 
moiselle de Mersac,* etc. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Svo. 6s, 
'An intellectually satisfactory and morally 
bracmg novel.' — Daily Telegraph. 

W, E. Norris. HIS GRACE. By W. 
E. Norris. Third Edition. Crown 
Svo, 6s. 
' Mr. Norris has drawn a really fine char- 
acter in the Duke.' — Athenaum. 

W, E. Norris. THE DESPOTIC 
LADY AND OTHERS. By W. E. 
Norris. Crown Svo. 6s. 
' A budget of good fiction of which no one 
will tire.' — Scotsman. 



32 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



W.E.Norri8. CLARISSA FURIOSA 

By W. E. NoRRis. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

' As a story it is admirable, as a.jeu et esprit 

it is capita], as a lay sermon studded 

with gems of wit and wisdom it is a 

model.'— T-A^ World. 

W. Clark RoBseU. MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. By W. Clark 
Russell. Illustrated. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

Mbort Barr. IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. By Robert Barr. 
TAird Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

* A book which has abundantly satisfied us 

byitscapital humour.' — Daily Chrtmicle. 
Mr. Barr nas achieved a triumph.' — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

B6bert Barr. THE MUTABLE 

MAI<yf. By Robert Barr. Second 

Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

' Very much the best novel that Mr. Barr 

has yet given us. There is much insight 

in it, and much excellent humotu:.' — 

Daily Chronicle. 

Robert Barr. THE COUNTESS 
TEKLA. By Robert Barr. Second 
Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* Thrilling and brilliant.' — Critic. 

* Such a ,tale as Mr. Barr's would ever 

receive a hearty welcome. Of these 
mediaeval romances, which are now 
gaining ground, " The Countess Tekia" 
IS the very best we have seen. The 
story is written in clear English, and a 
picturesque, moving style.' — Pall Mail 
Gazette. 
Andrew Balfour. BY STROKE OF 

SWORD. By Andrew Balfour. 

Illustrated, Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Svo. 6s. 

A banc|uet of good things.' — Academy. 

* A recital of thrilling interest, told with 

unflagging vigour. — Globe. 
An unusually excellent example of a semi- 
historic romance.' — World. 

Andrew Balfour. TO ARMS 1 By 
Andrew Balfour. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* The marvellous perils through which Allan 

passes are told in powerful and lively 
fashion.'— /»«// Mall Gazette. 

R. B. Townshend. LONE PINE : A 
Romance of Mexican Life. By R. 
B. Townsmen d. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* It is full of incident and adventure. The 

great fight is as thrilling a bit of fight- 
ing as we have read for many a day.' — 
Sfeaker. 



'The volume is evidently the work of a 
clever writer and of an educated and 
experienced traveller.' — Atheiueunu 

J. llaclaren Cobban. THE KING 

OF ANDAMAN: A Saviour of 

Society. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 

Crown Svo. 6s, 

'An nn(}uestionably interesting^ book. It 

contams one chfiracter, at least, who has 

in him the root of immortality.' — Fall 

Mall Gazette. 

J. Uadaren Cobban. WILT THOU 
HAVE THIS WOMAN? By J. 
Maclaren Cobban. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

J. Madlaren Cobban. THE ANGEL 
OF THE COVENANT. By J. 
Maclaren Cobban. Cr, Svo. 6s. 

* Mr. Cobban has achieved a work of such 

rare distinction that^ there is nothing 
comparable with it in recent Scottish 
romance. It is a great historical picture^ 
in which fact and fancy are welded to- 
gether in a fine realisation of the spirit of 
the times.'— Pall Mall Gazette. 

Uarshall Sannders. ROSEAchaR- 

LITTE: A Romantic Story of 

Acadie. By Marshall Saunders. 

Crown Svo. 6s. 

'Graceful and well written.' — Saturday 

Review. 
'Charmingly told. ' — Manchester Guardian. 

R. N. Stephens. AN ENEMY TO 
THE KING. By R. N. Stephens. 
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

* It is full of movement, and the movement 

is always buoyant. ^-Scotstnan. 
'A stirring story with plenty of movement.' 
— Black and White. 

Robert Hichens. BYEWAYS. By 

Robert Hitchins. Author of 

'Flames, etc.* Second Edition. Cr. 

Svo. 6s. 

' The work is undeniably that of a man of 

striking imagination.' — Daily News. 

Percy White. A PASSIONATE PIL- 
GRIM. By Percy White, Author 
of ' Mr. Bailey-Martin.' Cr, Svo. dr. 

W. Pett Ridge. SECRETARY TO 
BAYNE, M.P. By W. Pett Ridge. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

E. Dawson and A Moore. ADRIAN 
ROME. By E. Dawson and A. 
Moore, Authors of *A Comedy of 
Masks.' Crown Svo. 6s. 

* A clever novel dealing with youth and 

genius. ' — A cetdemy. 
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J. S. netcher. THE BUILDERS. 
By J. S. Fletcher. Author of 
'When Charles i. was King.' 
Second Edition, Cr, 8vo. 6s, 

J. 8. netcher. THE PATHS OF 
THE PRUDENT. By J. S. Flet- 
cher. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* The story has a curious &scination for the 

reader, and the themeand character are 
handled with rare SLhUity.'^^cotsman. 

* Dorinthia is charming. The story is told 

with greathumour.' — Pall Mall Gasette, 

J. B. Burton. IN THE DAY OF 

ADVERSITY. By J. Bloundelle- 

BuRTON. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

' Unusually interesting and full of highly 

dramatic situations. — Guardian, 

J. B. Burton. DENOUNCED. By 
J. Bloundelle- Burton. Second 
Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* A fine, manly« spirited piece of work.' — 

IVorld. 

J. B. Burton. THE CLASH OF 

ARMS. By J. Bloundelle-Bur- 

ton. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

*A hrave story — hrave in deed, brave in 

word, brave in thought* — St. fames' s 

Gazette. 

J. B. Burton. ACROSS THE SALT 
SEAS. By J. Bloundelle-Burton. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 
*Thc very essence of the true romantic 
spirit.'— 7'r«M. 



R. Murray Gilcbrist WILLOW- 
BRAKE. By R. Murray Gil- 
christ. Crown Svo. 6s. 
' It is a singularly pleasing and eminently 
wholesome volume, with a decidedly 
charming note of pathos at various 
points. ' — A thenantm. 

W. C. Scully. THE WHITE HECA- 
TOMB. By W. C. Scully, Author 
of ' Kafir Stories.* Cr, Svo, 6s, 
* Reveals a marvellously intimate under- 
standing of the Kaffir mind.' — Afncan 
Critic, 

W. C. Scully. BETWEEN SUN 

AND SAND. By W. C. Scully, 

Author of *The White Hecatomb.* 

Cr. Svo. 6s. 

' The reader passes at once into the very 

atmosphere of the African desert : the 

inexpressible space and stillness swallow 

him up, and there is no world for him but 

that immeasurable waste.' — Athenaeum. 

M. M. Dowie. GALLIA. Bv M^nie 
Muriel Dowie, Author of A Girl 
in the Karpathians.' Third Edition, 
Cr. Svo, 6s, 

M. M. Dowie. THE CROOK OF 
THE BOUGH. By M^nie Muriel 
Dowie. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Julian Corbett. A BUSINESS IN 
GREAT WATERS. By Julian 
Corbett. Second Edition, Cr. Svo. 
6s. 



.' 



OTHER 8IX-8HILUNQ NOVELS 

Crown Svo, 



MISS ERIN. By M. E. Francis. 

ANANIAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Alan 
Brodrick. 

CORRAGEEN IN '98. By Mrs. 
Orpen. 

THE PLUNDER PIT. ByJ. Keigh- 

LEY SNOWDEN. 

CROSS TRAILS. By Victor Waite. 

SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 
By Mrs. Walford. 

KIRKHAM'S FIND. By Mary 
Gaunt. 

DEADMAN'S. By Mary Gaunt. 

CAPTAINJACOBUS: A ROMANCE 
OF THE ROAD. By L. Cope Corn- 
ford. 



SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L. Cope 

CORNFORD. 

THE KING OF ALBERIA. By 
Laura Daintrey. 

THE DAUGHTER OF ALOUETTE. 
By Mary A. Owen. 

CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. 
By Ellen F. Pinsent. 

AN ELECTRIC SPARK. By G. 
Manville Fenn. 

UNDER SHADOW OF THE 
MISSION. By L. S. McChesney. 

THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. 
Brewer. 

THE SPIRIT OF STORM. By 
Ronald Ross. 
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THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. By 

Clive p. Wolley. 
A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. 

L. Paton. 
MISS ARMSTRONGS AND 

OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES. By 

John Davidson. 

DR. CONGALTON'S LEGACY. By 
Hknrv Johnston. 

TIME AND THE WOMAN. By 
Richard Pryck. 

THIS MAN'S DOMINION. By the 
Author of • A High Little World.* 

DIOGENES OF LONDON. By H. 
B. Marriott Watson. 

THE STONE DRAGON. By 
Murray Gilchrist. 

A VICAR'S WIFE. By Evelyn 
Dickinson. 



ELSA By E. M*Queen Gray. 

THE SINGER OF MARLY. By L 
Hooper. 

THE FALL OF THE SPARROW. 
By M. C. Balfour. 

A SERIOUS COMEDY. By Herbert 
Morrah. 

THE FAITHFUL CITY. By 
Herbert Morrah. 

IN THE GREAT DEEP. By J. A 
Barry. 

BIJLI, the DANCER. By James 
Blythe Patton. 

JOSIAH'S WIFE. By Norma 

LORIMER. 

THE PHILANTHROPIST. By 
Lucy Maynard. 

VAUSSORE. By FRANCIS Brune. 



THREE-AND-8IXPENNY NOVELS 

Crown %vo. 



DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVEL- 
IST. 42nd thousand. By Edna 
Lyall. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. By Ernest 
Glanville. 

A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. 
By W. C. Scully. 

SUBJECT TO VANITY. By Mar- 
garet Benson. 

THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. By 
Bertram Mitford. 

THE MOVING FINGER. By Mary 
Gaunt. 

JACO TRELOAR. By J. H. Pearce. 

THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. 
By 'Vera.' 

A WOMAN OF FORTY. By EsM^ 
Stuart. 

A CUMBERER of THE GROUND. 
By Constance Smith. 

THE SIN OF ANGELS. By Evelyn 
Dickinson. 

AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. 
By X. L. 

THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. 
By Standish O'Grady. 

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY 
WINGS. By Angus Evan Abbott. 



THE STAR GAZERS. By G. Man- 

ville Fenn. 
THE POISON OF ASPS. By R 

Orton Prowse. 
THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By 

R. Pryce. 
DISENCHANTMENT. By F.Mabel 

Robinson. 
THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES. 

Bv A Shield 
A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By 

J. M. Cobban. 
A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By 

W. E. NORRIS. 
A CAVALIER'S* LADYE. By Mrs. 

Dicker 
THE PRODIGALS. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
THE SUPPLANTER. By P. Neu- 
mann. 
A MAN WITH BLACK EYE- 
LASHES. By H. A. Kennedy. 
A HANDFUL OF EXOTICS. By 

S. Gordon. 
AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By 

Hannah Lynch. 
TALES OF NORTHUMBRIA. By 

Howard Pease. 
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HALF-CROWN NOVELS 

Crown Svo, 



HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel 

Robinson. 
THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By 

F. Mabel Robinson. 
MR. BUTLER'S WARD. By F. 

Mabel Robinson. 
ELI'S CHILDREN. By G. Man- 

ville Fenn. 
A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Man- 

ville Fenn. 
disarmed. By M. Betham 

Edwards. 
a MARRIAGE AT SEA By W. 

Clark Russell. 



IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By 
the Author of * Indian Idylls.' 

MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. 
M 'Queen Gray. 

JACK'S FATHER. By W. E. 

NORRIS. 

A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie 
Keith. 



THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA 
DAVIDSON, Christian and Com- 
munist. By K Lynn Lynton. 
Elevenik Edition, Post 8vo, is. 



Books for Boys and Girls 

A Series of Books by well-known Authors, well illustrated, 
THREE-AND-8IXPEN0E EACH 



THE ICELANDER'S SWORD. By 

S. Baring Gould. 
TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND 

CHING. By Edith E. Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S HERO. By M. M. 

Blake. 
ONLY A GUARD -ROOM DOG. 

By Edith E. Cuthell. 
THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. 

By Harry Collingwood. 



MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOY- 
AGE. By W. Clark Russell. 

SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who 
would not go to Sea. By G. Man- 

viLLE Fenn. 

THE WALLYPUG IN LONDON. 

By G. E. Farrow. 
ADVENTURES IN WALLYPUG 

LAND. By G. E. Farrow. 5J. 



The Peacock Library 

A Series of Books for Girls by well-known Authors, handsomely bound, 

and well illustrated. 



THREE-AND-8IXPEN0E EACH 



A PINCH OF EXPERIENCE. By 

L. B. Walford. 
THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. 

Molesworth. 
THE SECRET OF MADAME DE 

MONLUC. By the Author of 

•Mdle. Mori.' 
OUT OF THE FASHION. B L. 

T. MEi^E. 



By 



DUMPS. By Mrs. Parr. 

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. 

L T IVIeade 
HEPSY GIPSY.* By L. T. Meade. 

THE HONOURABLE MISS. By 

L. T. Meade. 
MY LAND OF BEULAH. By Mrs. 

Leith Adams. 



36 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



University Extension Series 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable foil 
extension students and home- reading circles. Each volume is complete ii 
itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad aiid{ 
philosophic spirit 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A,, 

Principal of University Collie, Nottingham. 
Crown 8zv. Pric£ (with some exceptions) 2s. 6d» 

T7u following volumes are ready : — 



THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. By H. DE B. Gibbins, 
LittD., M.A, late Scholar of Wad- 
ham College, Oxon., Cobden Prize- 
man. Sixth Edition, Revised, With 
Maps and Plans, y. 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY. By L. L. Price, 
M.A , Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. 
Second Edition, 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An 
Inquiry into the Industrial Condi- 
tions of the Poor. By J. A Hobson, 
M.A Fourth Edition, 

VICTORIAN POETS. By A Sharp. 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By 
J. E. Symes, M.A 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger, 
M.A Second Edition, 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT 
LIFE : Lower Forms. By G. 
Massee. With Illustrations, 

AIR AND WATER. By V. B. Lewes, 
M.A Illustrated, 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND 
HEALTH. By C. W. KiMMiNS, 
M.A Illustrated, 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY 
LIFE. ByV. P. Sells, M.A Illus- 
trated, 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
By H. DE B. Gibbins, D.Litt., M.A 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FISTANCE 
IN THE SEVENTEENTH CEN- 
TURY. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A 



THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The 
Elementary Principles of Chemistry. 
By M. M. Pattison Muik, M.A. 
Illustrated, 

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY. By M. C 
Potter, M.A, F.L.S. lUustraied. 

THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A 
Popular Introduction to Astronomj. 
By R. A. Gregory. IVith numerm 
illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of 
Weather and Climate. By H. N. 
Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soc 
Illustrated. 

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL 
SCIENCE. By George J. Burch, 
M.A With numerous Illustrations. 

y- 

THE EARTH. An Introduction to 
Physiography. By Evan Small, 
M.A IllustraUd. 

INSECT LIFK By F. W. Theo- 
bald, M.A Illustrated. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE 
TO BROWNING. By W. M. 
Dixon, M.A 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERN- 
MENT. By E. Jenks, M.A, Pro- 
fessor of Law at University College, 
Liverpool. 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By 
G. L. Dickinson, Fellow of King's 
College, Cambridge. Second Edition. 



11 
I 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



37 



Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, LittD., M.A. 

Crown Svo, 2s, 6d. 

A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial 

interest that are at the present moment foremost in the public mind. 

Each volume of the series is written by an author who is an acknowledged 

authority upon the subject with which he deals. 

The following Volumes of the Series are ready : — 

THE STATE AND ITS CHIL- 
DREN. By Gertrude Tuckwell. 

WOMEN'S WORK. ByLADvDiLKE, 
Miss BuLLEY, and Miss Whitley. 

MUNICIPALITIES AT WORK. 
The Mtmicipal Policy of Six Great 
Towns, and its Influenceon their Social 
Welfare. By Frederick Dolman. 

SOCIALISM AND MODERN 
THOUGHT. By M. Kaufmann. 

THE HOUSING OF THE WORK- 
ING CLASSES. By E. Bowmaker. 

MODERN CIVILIZATION IN 
SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS. By W. Cunningham, 
D.D., Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UN- 
EMPLOYED. By J. A. HOBSON, 
B.A. 

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By 
Arthur Sherwell, M.A. Second 
Edition. 

RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. 
By Clement Edwards. 

WORKHOUSES AND PAUPER- 
ISM. By Louisa Twining. 

UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS. By W. Reason, 
M.A. 



TRADE UNIONISM— NEW AND 

OLD. By G. Howell. Second 

Edition, 
THE CO - OPERATIVE MOVE- 
MENT TO-DAY. By G. J. HoLY- 

OAKE. Second Edition, 
MUTUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. 

Frome Wilkinson, M.A. 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By J. 

A. HOBSON, M.A. Fourth Edition, 
THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. 

By C. F. Bast able, M.A., Professor 

of Economics at Trinity College, 

Dublin. Second Edition. 
THE ALIEN INVASION. 

H. WiLKINS, B.A. 
THE RURAL EXODUS. 

Anderson Graham. 
LAND NATIONALIZATION. 

Harold Cox, B.A. 
A SHORTER WORKING DAY. 

By H. DE B. GiBBiNS, D.Litt., M.A., 

and R. A. Hadfield, of the Hecla 

Works, Sheffield. 
BACK TO THE LAND : An Inquiry 

into the Cure for Rural Depopulation. 

By H. E. Moore. 
TRUSTS, POOLS AND CORNERS. 

By J. Stephen Jeans. 
THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. 

W. Cooke-Taylor. 



ByW. 
By P. 



By 



Classical Translations 

Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A. , Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 



iESCHYLUS — Agamemnon, Choe- 
phoroe, Eumenides. Translated by 
Lewis Campbell, LL.D., late Pro- 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. 5J. 

CICERO— De Oratore I. Translated 
by E. N. P. Moor, M.A. y. 6d. 

CICERO— Select Orations (Pro Milone, 
ProMurena, Philippic 11., In Catili- 
nam). Translated by H. E. D. 



Blakiston, M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Trinity College, Oxford. 55. 

CICERO— De Natura Deorum. Trans- 
lated by F. Brooks, M.A., late 
Sch^ar of Balliol College, Oxford. 
y. 6d, 

HORACE: THE ODES AND 
EPODES. Translated by A. 
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GODLET, M.A, Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford, as, 
LUCIAN— Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, 
Icaro - Menippus, 'Die Cock, The 
Ship, The Parasite, The Lover of 
Falsehood). Translated by S. T. 
Irwin, M.A., Assistant Master at 
Clifton; late Scholar of Exeter 
College, Oxford, y. 6d. 



SOPHOCLES — Electra and Ajai| 
Translated by E. D. A. Morshead, 
M.A, Assistant Master at Win- 
chester, as, 6d. 

TACITUS— Agricola and Gennaniil 
Translated by R. B. Townshknd, 
late Scholar of Trinity Coll^^, Cam- 
bridge. 2s. 6d. 



Educational Books 



CLASSICAL 



PLAUTI BACCHIDES. Edited with 
Introduction, Commentary, and 
Critical Notes by T. M'COSH, M.A 

• Fcap. /[to. 12S. 6a. 

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANS- 
LATION. By E. C. Marchant, 
M.A, Fellow of Peterhouse, Cam- 
bridge ; and A. M. Cook, M.A, late 
Scholar of Wadham College, Oxford ; 
Assistant Masters at St. Paul's School 
Crown 8vo, y. 6d, 
' We know no book of this class better fitted 
for use in the higher forms of schools.' — 
Guardian. 
TACITI AGRICOLA. With Intro- 
duction, Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. 
Davis, M.A., Assistant Master at 
Weymouth College. Crown Zvo. as. 

TACITI GERMANIA. By the same 
Editor. Crown 8vo. as, 

HERODOTUS : EASY SELEC- 
TIONS. With Vocabulary. ByA.C. 
LiDDELL, M.A. Fcap. Svo, is. 6d. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYS- 
SEY. By E. D. Stone, M.A, late 



' Assistant Master at Eton. Fcap. Svo. 
IS. 6d. ^ 

PLAUTUS: THE CAPTIVL 
Adapted for Lower Forms by J. R 
Freese, M.A.. late Fellow of St 
John's, Cambridge, xs. 6d. 
DEMOSTHENES AGAINST 
CONON AND CALLICLES. 
Edited with Notes and Vocabulary, 
by F. Darwin Swift, M. A. Fcaf. 
8vo, as. 
EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCI- 
DENCE. By S. E. WiNBOLT, 
Assistant Master in Christ's Hospital 
Crown Svo. is. 6d. 
An elementary book adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the shorter Latin 
primer. 
NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN 
SYNTAX. ByG. Buckland Green. 
M.A, Assistant Master at Kdinburgh 
Academy, late Fellow of St. John's 
College, Oxon. Croivn Svo. y, 6d. 
Notes and explanations on the chief diffi- 
culties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
numerous passages for exercise. 
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A COMPANION GERMAN GRAM- 
MAR. By H. DE B. GiBBlNS, D. Litt. , 
M.A., Assistant Master at Notting- 
ham High School. Crown Svo, is. 65. 

SCIENCE 

THE WORLD OF SCIENCE. In- 
cluding Chemistry, Heat, Light, 
Sound, Magnetism, Electricity, 
Botany, Zoology, Physiology, As- 
tronomy, and Geology. By 
Elliott Steel, M.A, F.C.^. 
Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Svo. as. 6d, 

ELEMENTARY LIGHT. By R. E. 



GERMAN PASSAGES 



R. 

147 
Cr. 



FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M 'Queen Gray. Crown Svo. 
as. 6d. 



Steel. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. 4J. 6d, 

VOLUMETRIC ANALYSIS. By J. 
B. Russell, B.Sc, Science Master 
at Burnley Grammar School. Cr. 
Svo. is. 6d. 

' A collection of useful, welUarranged notes.' 
— School Guardian, 
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ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion 
to the History of England. By H. E. 
Malden, M A, Crown Bvo, y, 6d. 
A book which aims at concentrating in* 
formation upon dates, genealogy offi- 
cials, constitutional documents, -etc., 
which is usually found scattered in 
di£ferent volumes. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS 
RIGHTS AND DUTIES. ByH. E. 
Malden, M.A. is. 6d. 

A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE 



LOGIC, By Johnson Barker, 
B.A. Crown 8vo. 2j. 6d. 

A CLASS-IOOK OF DICTATION 
PASSAGES. By W. Williamson, 
M.A. Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 
IS. 6d, 

TEST CARDS IN EUCLID AND 
ALGEBRA. By D. S. C alder- 
wood. Headmaster of the Normal 
School, Edinbm-gh. In three packets 
of 40, with Answers, is. 
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BRITISH COMMERCE AND 
COLONIES FROM ELIZABETH 
TO VICTORIA. By H. DE B. 
GiBBlNS, Litt.D., M.A TAird 
Edition, zs. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. By H. DE B. GiBBlNS, 
Litt.D., M.A. IS. 6d, 

THE ECONOMICS OF COM- 
MERCE. By H. DE B. GiBBiNS, 
Litt.D., M.A. IS. 6d. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS.E. Bally, 
Master at the Manchester Grammar 
School. Second Edition, zs. 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS. E. Bally. 
2s.6d, 



A FRENCH COMMERCIAL 
READER. By S. E. Bally. 2s. 

COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with 
special reference to the British Em- 
pire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Second 
Edition. 2s. 

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By 
S. Jackson, M.A. Second Edition, 
IS. 6d. 

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By 
F. G. Taylor, M.A Second Edition, 
IS. 6d. 

PRECIS WRITING AND OFFICE 
CORRESPONDENCE. By E. E. 
Whitfield, M.A. zs. 

A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND 
BUSINESS. By Henry Jones. 
IS, 6d, 



WORKS BY A. M. M. 8TEDMAN, M.A. 



INITIA LATINA: Easy Lessons on 
Elementary Accidence. Third 

Edition. Fcap. Svo. is, 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Fi/tk 
Edition. Crown Svo. zs. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With 
Notes adapted to the Shorter Latin 
Primer and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition revised. i8mo. is. 6d. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM 
CiESAR. Part l. The Helvetian 
War. Second Edition, iBmo. is. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. 
Part I. The Kings of Rome. iBmo. 
IS, 6d. 



EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Sixth 
Edition. Fcap. Svo, is. 6d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Lessons 
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Crown Bvo. is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER 
AND REVISED LATIN PRIMER. 
With Vocabulary. Seventh and 
cheaper Edition, re-written. Crown 
Bvo. IS. td. Issued with the consent 
of Dr. Kennedy. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SEN- 
TENCE: Rules and Exercises, 
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Crown Zvo. is, 6d, With Vocabul- 
ary. 2J. 
NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellan- 
eous Latin Exercises on Common 
Rules And Idioms. Tkird Edition, 
Fcap, Svo, IS, 6d, With Vocabulary. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to 
Subjects. Eighth Edition. Fcap, 
Svo, IS, 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN 
IDIOMS. iSmo, Second Edition, js. 

STEPS TO GREEK. iBmo. is, 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. 
Crown Sz/o, is, 6d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. TAird 
Edition Revised, Fcap, Svo, is, 6d, 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION. Arranged accord- 



ing to Subjects. Second Edition. 
Fcqp, Svo. IS. 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELEC- 
TIONS. For the use of Schools. 
Third Edition, With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Fcap. Svo. 
2s. 6d, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Fourth Edi- 
tion, iSmo, Sd, 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fourtk 
Edition Revised. Crown Svo. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Third 
Edition revised. Fcap. Svo. is. dd, 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON 
ELEMENTARY SYNTAX. With 
Vocabulary. Second Edition.. Crown 
Svo, 2J. 6d. Key 3^. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION : Arranged accorc^ 
to Subjects. Seventh Edition. Fcaf. 
Svo. IS, 
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8GH00L EXAMINATION SERIES 
Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown Svo. zs. 6d. 



FRENCH EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Tenth 
Edition. 
A Key, issued to Tutors and 
Private Students only, to be had 
on application to the Publishers. 
Fourth Edition. Crown Svo. 
6s. net. 
LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. ByA. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Ninth Edition, 
Key {Third Edition) issued as 
above. 6s, net, 
GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. ByA. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Fifth Edition. 

Key {Second Edition) issued as 
above. 65. net. 



GERMAN EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
R. J. MORICH, Manchester. Fifth 
Edition. 
Key {Second Edition) jfssued as 
above. 6s, net. 

HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY EX 
AMINATION PAPERS. By C. H. 
Spenck, M.A., Clifton College. 

■ Second Edition, 

SCIENCE EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. By R. E. Steel, M.A, 
F.C.S. In two vols. 
Part I. Chemistry ; Part 11. Physics. 

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS. By A. 
M. M. Stedman, M.A. Third 
Edition, 
Key {Second Edition) issued as 
above, js. net. 
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